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	1. Prologue & Chapter 1: The Next Relay

**A/N: Thanks to BrokenArrow411 for making this story better then it was before with his awesome Beta skills. Everyone send him a big thank you. I mean it, I'll find you if you don't. Oh and decide the fate of the story by visiting my page and voting in the poles.**

**Stay classy everyone.**

* * *

><p><strong>Tempus ad Reclaimer: Splintered Humanity<strong>

Basic Overview of the Races in the Orion Council

It is a golden age for humanity. The three splinters have been found, divided between Earth, Erde-Tyrene, and Terra Prime. Her alliances stand with her, forged in the heat of battle or cool of diplomacy. Her culture has grown, casting aside her petty hatreds of race or color for true judgement of another's character. Politically everyone was bound to the Orion Council. The Orion Council is a loose governing force of democratic ambassadors from most sects with the only outliers being the True Reclaimer and the Arbiter. The Orion Council brings everyone together yet allows them to follow their own path of evolution. Economic policy was that goods were traded openly between all her members. Each sect has a role to play as a part of the Orion Council.

The Earth-born lead as the best Engineers and are the core of all industries. Their story is one of sadness, loss, and death. Driven by a corrupt society and greed they depleted their homeworld of all its resources before inventing the Shock Point Drive to escape its grip. The Earth-born soon fled from the gray, dying planet to strip the Solar System dry. In this flight they became hyper-materialistic and discovered their undoing, a beacon of solid black stone covered in strange red markings and seemed to emit endless energy. Recklessly the Earth-born begin experimenting on the beacon without considering the effects. This led to an outbreak of infectious material that converted people into creatures of nightmares…Necromorphs. Thousands upon thousands were lost before the infection was stopped by a genius Engineer named Isaac Clark whose mind was corrupted by the Beacon, which tortured him with the dementia and death it brought. Finally with the destruction of the Beacon, now known as the Black Marker, he rushed the space docks with millions of outraged others and stole 2000 ships, half of them Planet Cracker Class. Marvels of interstellar engineering, the Planet Cracker class could grow to a length of several miles and easily hold and support a large population due to their vast size and resource gathering capabilities. After several blind Shocks they met a patrol of Arisen just exiting Slipspace. After several frantic messages from the Earth-born to the Arisen they sighed in relief as they realized they had lost both Earth Gov and the Unitologists. The Unitologists were people who worshiped the Black Marker and wished to turn everyone into the nightmarish Necromorphs. The two quickly became allies and have been together ever since, both with a deep respect for each other from their struggles.

The Arisen from Erde-Tyrene lead as the subtle hand and iron fist. The Arisen suffered greatly and were almost pushed to the edge of extinction by a coalition of alien races known as the Covenant. In the utmost religious zeal they marched on the Arisen, bombarding hundreds of worlds with superheated plasma until they were nothing but glass. On the eve of losing their homeworld to the Covenant a crack developed among the ranks of the alien collective and their hierarchal power shifted. The result was an event later called the Great Schism where the main warrior caste, the Sangheili, was beaten down by a new caste, the Jiralhanae. The resulting conflict drove the Sangheili to ally with the Arisen who, with their help, pushed the Covenant to its destruction. The Arisen now follow the Mantle, an idea which proposes that the most evolved species shall protect the others and guide their paths for the greater good. The Arisen easily have the most advanced technology in the Council with to travel great distances and store items indefinitely in Slipspace, form Hard Light and plasma weaponry, build massive installations and ships, create stars and planets, produce hyper-advanced AI, and make nanotechnology to heal wounds and tweak DNA to produce a superior human. They are lead by the 'True Reclaimer', a person that is known to be the most genetically perfect. Many others resent the Arisen for their seeming arrogance and superiority complex.

The Terran from Terra Prime are the newest Sect of man, having only recently left the cradle of their own solar system for the worlds beyond. The Terran have the brightest history out of all the Sects with only two World Wars and no near extinction event, either from themselves or outside forces. They also, however, have an unfortunate technological blockade with a deadly dependency on what they call a Mass Relay to travel long distances. This dependency forces the Earth-born and the Arisen to keep a closer eye on them, wary for any enemy that may take advantage of this weakness. They have several extrasolar colonies and are expanding fast. The latest colony is a planet called Shanxi and is a heavy industrial center despite its recent settlement. Most Terran believe that everything should be given to them because they think they are ready for everything the galaxy can throw at them.

Other notable Sects in the Council are the Sangheili of Sanghelios, Unggoy of Balaho, Lekgolo of Te, and Kig Yar of Eayn. Each of these are the alien Sects of the Council and each have their own traits. Sangheili are a strong, proud race of warriors with a subtle fear of doctors. Unggoy are the workhorse race of the Council, working as dockworkers, attendants, aides, and the like. They breath methane rather then the 'regular' oxygen, requiring them to wear breathing harnesses when not in a methane rich environment. The Lekgolo are a malleable race of orange worms that can form together into bipedal colonies; however, it is known that there are only a few Lekgolo ships because of the number of colonies required to run them. The Mgalekgolo, a colony in bipedal form, were nicknamed Hunters by the Arisen who faced them, these twelve foot walking tanks are incredibly strong, durable, and an infantryman's worst nightmare. Finally the Kig Yar are a rouge race of merchants and pirates, whose concern lies in how good one's manners are… or how big your pocketbook is. They have been known to ruthlessly pursue both higher prices and their enemies to the end.

However, humanity stands on the eve of its next big discovery. The new Relay in the Shanxi-Theta System stands at the ready to launch the Orion Council into the next system in the great void of space, forever carving out a larger chunk of space under its unified banner.

* * *

><p>CH. 1 - The Next Relay<p>

Terran Vice Admiral Lucas Verdin look upon the recently developed world of Shanxi, watching from the narrow port window in the ships cockpit as the planet rotated slowly by. He marveled at how the gray of mega cities and factories and well as the deep green of the land in the rural areas and the blue hue of the water blended together on the planet below. Slowly the mega city, New Hope, that his sister worked in faded out of sight into the horizon. Verdin turned when he heard scurrying behind him.

The subordinate held up the data pad and saluted at the same time. Verdin grabbed the pad while giving the subordinate a predatory gaze. The subordinate saluted again and ran off back into the Combat Information Center. Verdin glanced through the data before cracking a rare smile and cueing the ship's comms system.

"Open a comm to the fleet, lieutenant, pilot plot a course to the dormant Relay," Verdin ordered.

"Coms open sir!"

"This is Vice Admiral Verdin to all ships in Exploration Group Alpha, we finally got the green light from the Council to activate the Relay. Everyone form up on me, standard positions."

Verdin watched from behind the pilot's seat as the EXG formed around the Shanxi-Theta Relay in the similar position as the previous three Relays they explored, with his cruiser _Enterprise_ leading the charge with the slightly smaller 10 frigates behind him and the six civilian science ships behind them. He smirked as the message 'Open Sesame' and the mass of his ship was sent and the Relay's rings started to grind and revolve around the bright blue Element Zero core.

The motion grew faster and faster until finally a blue lightning bolt lashed out when Verdin's flagship _Enterprise_ entered the 10,000 kilometer perimeter around the ring. The ship shook wildly as the space-time fabric was torn as the ship accelerated and then…nothing. A moment or two passed before the sensors and other important systems slowly reactivated.

"Give me a scan of the space around us and then signal the rest of the flotilla to come through." Verdin ordered.

"Scans complete sir, area's clear as far as we can tell but it'll take a few more moments for the Eezo residue interference to clear up."

Verdin nodded thoughtfully as he debated what to do. He had heard the stories of first contacts gone wrong from those damned Arisen but he has never encountered another alien race. With a flick of his wrist he watched as the rest of his flotilla shot out of the Relay around him, already in position. Suddenly the ship rocked as if something struck it in the side. Then another mini-quake rocked the ship. Monitors started to overload and shot out sparks at the people behind them, burning their faces and in some cases setting their clothes ablaze.

"What the hell was that!" Verdin shouted out.

"Whole group is under attack sir! The Frigates _Ray Luis_ and _King George_ aren't responding while the rest of the Frigates and the civilian ship are reporting damage. The civilian ship _Lusitania_ has reported the less damage and is closest to the Relay sir!" A random subordinate shouted out.

"Send them back through. Tell the rest of the group to form up in defensive formation. We have to cover the _Lusitania_!" Verdin barked back.

He maintained his cool but on the inside he was sweating. He was guilty of all the unknown deaths in his flotilla was his fault for his call. Verdin grimly watched as his ships formed up into a wall of durasteel and Kinetic Barriers.

"Can we get a read on our attackers?" Verdin asked.

"No sir, the sensors were damaged by the opening shots and we can only get visuals. The VI has traced the origins of the shots though."

Verdin sighed, before replying "Fire at the last known locations of those ships."

Verdin watched as the rest of the flotilla fired their barrage at the enemy. Most of the Mass Accelerator rounds missed the enemy and hit the large gas giant behind them. Some did hit but the blue shimmering around the ships proved they had barriers of some sort. More shots spat out of the unknown ships at them. Verdin grimly tracked them through the small window in the cockpit.

In a blink of and eye three rounds struck the _Enterprise_ right in the cockpit. The resulting rush of air sucked Verdin, bleeding, freezing, and choking, out of the cockpit. His last thoughts were of his sister and him laughing at his 48th birthday party in New Hope only weeks earlier. Then his vision faded to black and everything went numb.

* * *

><p>Arisen Space Station <em>Prosperity<em> Orbiting Terra Prime, Sol System

Orion Council Chambers

A Terran comms engineer ran down the hallway. A message for the civilian ship _Lusitania_ was flagged urgent, prompting her to run as fast as possible to the Council Chambers. She burst into the Council Chambers and immediately she had the energy weapons from the Sangheili and Arisen Honor Guard pointed at her. She raised her hands in surrender as one of them came and took the data pad with more force then necessary. She was immediately escorted out as the Honor Guard handed the pad to the True Reclaimer after scanning it for possible explosives or toxins.

"This is most disturbing," His deep voice rumbled as he read the short message, "Exploration Group Alpha was destroyed by an unknown faction, the _Lusitania_ was the only surviving ship."

The Terran ambassador, Udina, shot up "This is an outrage! I demand action! We need the Relay locked down, the civilians evacuated! We need everything!"

The Earth-born ambassador, Paul John, nodded "I agree. We must do something, but maybe not to the extent Udina suggests."

The Sangheili arbiter stood up, eager to fight after the assassination attempts last night "I say we burn them in their homes!"

The True Reclaimer smashed his fist into the table, denting the strong durasteel "We are not savages! I agree that we must do something in retaliation but we can't come off as unreasonable. It is easy to slip into a blood rage if we let our anger drive us, do you all not remember the destruction of the Covenant or the Oppression of Earth Gov? That is what happens when a government fails!"

The table became deathly silent as the True Reclaimer continued a bit calmer "It says there is a habitable planet in the system, they may inhabit it. I say we send an Inquisitor vessel through the Relay to gather information and in this time we gather strength outside the Shanxi-Theta Relay, in three days we strike. We destroy the armed fleet and any military installations in orbit and on the ground. After we've secured the planet we raid archives to create a translation matrix. In the last phase we appear around the location of their government and demand a treaty and reparations. I want zero civilian casualties in this campaign."

The table nodded and put in their vote for the plan, it was unanimous, even if Udina scoffed quietly before voting. Next the Sects put in their support. The Arisen donated the Alpha Attack Fleet and the 9th group SPARTAN II's, the Earth-born the 91st battle fleet, the Sangheili the Grand Fleet of Suburb Penance, the Terran the 81st Armoured Fleet and the 2nd Biotics Group, the Lekgolo the 131st Task Group, the Unggoy 9th Tactical Engineers, and the Kig Yar the 178th fleet and the attachment of the 52nd Sniper Battalion.

* * *

><p>Shanxi-Theta Relay, Shanxi-Theta Cluster<p>

Arisen Super Dreadnaught _Unyielding Death_ - Three days later

John awoke in the Captains Room and looked to his side at the empty space beside him. He sat up groaning and looked at the clock, it was 30 minutes before the Relay jump into the unknown. John sighed as the hangover slowly faded away and his senses returned to normal. Normally John didn't drink but somehow after arguing over the finer points of the attack with Udina and the new Arbiter for several hours a bottle of alcohol seemed to be the answer.

John missed Thel'Vadam. He had been a good friend and actually understood the importance of lives after the Great War of Arisen Space. Thel had died on the eve of the cracking of the Sangheili DNA. After that the current Arbiter stepped in and made John's life all that much harder with his rash decisions and romanticized ideas about combat.

John heard the shower running and steam wafting out of the bathroom and he smiled, knowing the only other person that could be in there. He stood up and stretched before walking to the shower. He grabbed a towel off the rack and threw it on the sink before opening the door to the shower.

A waft of heated water vapor hit him as he stepped inside and closed the door behind him. John felt slender arms wrap around him and a face nuzzle his neck. John spun in the arms and grabbed the woman by her waist and pulled her closer. The woman giggled a little bit before kissing John on the lips.

"Good morning True Reclaimer," She said while she backed up out of John's arms and switched the water to include soap, a grin on her face the entire time.

John groaned "You know I hate it when you call me that Kelly."

Kelly just smiled even wider, enjoying his discomfort at the subject. She thought about their barrage as she went back to wash her hair. It had started long ago under Chief Mendez's grueling regiment to turn the kids into SPARTANS. She had noticed her affection for him when they sat under the stars and wondered aloud if there was alien life, long before the Covenant invasion. It took John longer, it wasn't until Cortana died and he fell into a deep depression that he finally began to realize what Kelly meant to him. John and Kelly have been married for almost 1000 years due to the improvements in nanotechnology and still had the same childlike love for each other. John stepped into the stream and washed himself as well, his thoughts are on the upcoming fight. John felt another pair of hands wash his much more private areas.

"Kelly I have to be on the bridge in 30," John said, his voice being a bit huskier then it was before.

"Oh?" She purred in a sultry tone, "Just enough time for a quickie."

Damn her was John's last thought as Kelly bowled him over.

* * *

><p>Bridge of Arisen Super Dreadnaught <em>Unyielding Death<em>

"Status report!" The True Reclaimer shouted out as he entered the bridge. He was a bit fatigued after his time with Kelly and the short sprint to the bridge in his armour.

"Just in time sir, we are entering the Relay in five, four, three, two, one, and launch."

The ship barely shook as it was transported through the Relay channel. Suddenly the screens cleared as they exited the relay and reverted back to normal space. The True Reclaimer watched the main holoscreen as more of the fleets appeared out of the Relay.

"Everything ready?" the True Reclaimer asked.

"Yes sir!" the weapons lieutenant shouted out, "Spooled up the Onager Magnetic Accelerator Cannons, heated up the Daedalus particle dilator, armed the Slipspace torpedo pods 1-50, activated the point defense system, engaged Hard Light protection lattice, ionized the hull, and prepared the HEV's along sections 90-130."

The True Reclaimer nodded in faith of his crew, they were the best in the fleet and John picked them for that reason. Even in the millennia of peace they were the sharpest minds available in the Arisen Navy. They were loyal and trusting and would fight to the bloody end for him.

"Targeting solutions and enemy profiles acquired from the Inquisitor sir. We out mass them 1000 to 1. We have this fight in the bag sir."

The Inquisitor vessel was a recon vessel based on the old Prowler, using stealth to take in depth scans and planting the occasional photon bomb or two. The True Reclaimer thumbed the comms to FLEETCOMM, "Acquire your targets and fire at will, remember to not break formation until all opposition is destroyed. Don't get cocky and we'll all go home in one piece."

At this moment the photon bombs that were planted in the midst of the enemy fleet ignited, boiling the hulls and flash frying the crews, leaving nothing but dust floating where the ship's used to be. The True Reclaimer watched as the fleet moved like a pack of wolves with the nimbler, faster Terran ships weaving around the slow Arisen and Earth-born ships to get into flanking positions.

Reading the IFF tags on the holoscreen the True Reclaimer watched as the Arisen and Earth-born lined up in a fashion that was practiced since their inclusion into the Council. The massive flagship Unyielding Death took point as the Super Carriers and Carriers lined up behind it. The smaller ships would peak over the top and take shots or the Destroyers would charge ahead at the unready fleet and dump superheated plasma streams and mini nuclear missiles. This happened for the first wave of the attack as the 20 Arisen Destroyers of the Alpha Attack Fleet fleet rushed ahead at breakneck speeds.

John watched from his gilded throne on _Unyielding Death_ as the beautiful aqua marine and many mini black dashes sprayed over the top of the enemy fleet and molten durasteel shot off to cool in space. The enemy fleet was reduced once again by blinding white lights. Looking out the view windows he watched as the enemy fleet seemed to understand what was happening and turned on a dime at them, launching hypervelocity slugs at the Destroyers. Blood red Hard Light shields popped into place at the last second and the rounds pinged off like paperclips being flicked at a tank.

This told John that they must have strong electromagnetic pulse shielding to hold up against the EMP wave after the nukes detonate. John rubbed his chin in thought for a moment before snapping out of it. In battle extra thinking of matters offhand will kill you or others, not to mention the fleet was currently following his orders.

At this time most of the enemy fleet had their heads out of their collective asses and launched hundreds of rounds at the Super Dreadnaught and the Super Carriers. At this time it became easier to see the enemy ships. They were all dagger like and angular but also seemed slightly flamboyant with flaunting its thrusters on wings off to the side.

John thumbed on FLEETCOMM again "All ships fire!"

A conglomerate of thousands of lights sprang out of the massive wall of Forerunner and Titanium alloy. There was the deep purple of plasma bolts, the slivers of silver that was Earth-born Heavy Mechanized Cannons launching heated metal shards at speeds close to the speed of light, the yellow, gold lines of particle dilators, the orange streaks of Onager MAC's, and the pink of capital-class Needlers. For a second the space around the inhabited planet became a rainbow, and the next it was death in the cold, hard vacuum for the enemy.

The enemy front lines buckled and fractured as the first line of plasma bolts, HMC rounds and agitated particles melted through ships, either completely vaporizing them or setting the reactors into meltdown before detonating into a warm glow of orange and blue, a tell tail sign of Element Zero reactors.

The next line of fire crashed into the enemy fleet in the form of MAC rounds and capitol grade needles. The ships with needles in them struggled with the sudden extra weight before the crystals glowed a brighter pink and detonated, tearing the ships apart with the explosive force of the blast. The kinetic energy from the Onagers drilled through the weak barriers on the ships before colliding with the superstructure on the ships and ripping through them. Once again reactors melted down and detonated.

A third wave hit, not the enemy but the Earth-born/Arisen line. The Arisen ships shrugged off the heavy slugs with the Hard Light lattice that covered every inch of the ships. The Earth-born ships faired a little worse as they shook slightly from the impacts but held no noticeable damage.

"Shields?" John asked. The _Unyielding Death _had taken most of the shots, being in the front of the fleet and the biggest ship.

"Holding sir, 45%" Said the weapons lieutenant.

The True Reclaimer noticed the two largest ships from the beginning of the fight still intact. At 2.5 kilometers it had to be the pride of their fleet. John let out a small predatory smile when he saw the Daedalus was still fully charged.

"Weapons, hit those ships with Daedalus," John commanded.

John could almost hear the smile in the man's voice "Yes sir."

The Daedalus shook the entire Super Dreadnought as the massive particle dilator fired. The thick band of silvery gold smashed into the first 2.5 km ship. The ship itself was vaporized and the residual heat was hot enough to melt any near by ships. The beam disappeared moments later before reengaging at a different angle, spearing the other ship with a beam that once again vaporized the ship and the crew, not even dust was left.

Of course after most of the damage was done the Terran Armoured Fleet swopped over head and rained down Mass Accelerator rounds on the wrecked fleet like an old fashioned fighter/bombers strafing a ship at sea. In the end there was one personnel casualty for the Orion Council joint fleet and the enemy laid in ruins, but that was the easy part.

"Bring us in over the planet and launch HEV sections 90 through 130 over the mega cities and set the Onagers to target the military installations and gunships. After three minutes bring us up to help with clean up, we don't need fragments crashing into the planet and killing our troops or the civilians." The True Reclaimer said.

* * *

><p>Nos Alen, Eden Prime<p>

Lar'Raanis nar Adori wiped her gloved hands on her matte black enviro-suit as she crawled out from under the cab. She then walked to the back of the Mass Effect engine before pulling out the intake converters from the back.

Lar'Raanis only slightly regretted choosing Eden Prime as her pilgrimage spot. Sure it was safe and quiet and most of the Turians weren't xenophobic. She was also lucky she got a decent job in Drok's repair shop with good hours and pay. She also discovered her like for the same gender on Eden Prime with her first 'encounter' with a Turian female. Lar sighed nostalgically at the memory. She had been drunk at a bar in downtown Nos Alen and the nice Turian had offered to give her a ride home. On the way home Lar had started asking more and more intimate questions. At first the girl had been taken back but after a while they started to hit it off.

It came to the point where Lar and Grari Sartrin, the Turian female, where seeing each other almost everyday. After about a month of close contact and gaining a close friendship Grari dropped a bomb on her after flying out to the middle of a field. She remembers it like it was yesterday.

The sun is setting over the beautiful skyline of Nos Alen. Lar's breath still hitched at the sight of it. The tall buildings tuned black with small neon lights shining around it. Behind it the sky was multicolored with hues of orange, purple, dark blue and black. Lar framed it with her three fingered hands like in was a holostill.

Lar scooted over when Grari exited the air car, making room for her on the hood of it. Grari sat heavily on the hood, digging it deeper into the lose ground. Grari sighed as she sat while pulling a long, slender bottle out of her jacket. Turian Brandy, and expensive looking too.

"Want a drink Lar? It's been a long day for me," She asked, pulling out a glass and a bottle anyway.

Lar chuckled warmly that Grari already knew the answer. She accepted the sealed bottle with a straw in it gratefully. Lar put the straw up to the "emergency induction port", as she jokingly called it, and took a sip while looking out into the sunset. Lar looked over to see Grari finish draining a glass already and pouring a new one for herself.

"Sstarting the night out heavy?" Lar asked, slightly slurring her words and already smiling. No matter how much experience she was drinking she was always a lightweight, mostly due to her small size.

Grari laughed though it sounded…empty almost to Lar. Grari muttered something to herself low enough that the translator didn't pick it up. Lar didn't like this, Grari was usually happy and outgoing and willing to help complete strangers. But Grari was never down trodden for long and never looked. . . nervous.

"Is everything alright?" Lar asked, now concerned for her friends wellbeing.

"Yeah it's just... I got a lot on my mind," Grari answered slowly.

Lar reached out and grabbed her friend's shoulder "Tell me, Grari, what's wrong?" Lar was almost surprised at her tone, the worry was palpable and the drunkenness disappeared.

"It's... It's just I'm being drawn back into my garrison soon and there is this one person I been looking at for a couple of months and I think I like them," Grari said this a if the answer was tortured out of her.

"Why don't you tell them? Ssssurely they can turn you down. You are sssuch a wonderful person and you are always ssssoooo nice and happy," Lar told her friend, slurring her words again after the worry wasted away.

Grari got a mischievous glint in her eyes for a moment before answering "The problem with that, Lar'Raanis, is that I already did." Lar felt her chest get tighter and eyes widen at the revelation.

"I love you Lar'Raanis nar Adori." With that said Grari wrapped her arms around Lar and pulled her closer. In her suddenly sober state she only reveled in the warmth coming off of Grari, heating her through her insulated eco-suit.

Grari pulled out two small vials from her jacket. "Immune boosters, of you want them."

Lar took them into her hands. The vials held a greenish, viscous liquid that didn't look at all appetizing. Lar looked Grari, then to her hands, and felt the tightness in her chest. With the sudden steel that came from her feeling she reached to her mask's release latches and pressed them in.

The next thing Lar remembered was waking up with a nasty headache and cough and a wonderful ache in her private areas. Lar looked over and saw Grari sleeping more peacefully then she had ever seen. Lar assembled her eco-suit and waited for Grari to wake up to drive her home.

Snapping out of her stupor Lar remembered what she hated the most about Eden Prime. Eden Prime was dull and Lar liked to adventure, but it could always be worse and so everything was alright. She shuddered at the thought of worse, Omega. Those that went almost never came back.

Lar'Raanis nar Adori hummed to herself as she set the heavy thing on a cart and pulled out a new one from one of the shelves off to the side. She walked back over when her boss Drok Morick came out from the front of the shop stretching. He was the standard height for a Turian and had more muscles then most behind his yellow painted brown plates. Some of the fringes in the back of his head were damaged from what he said was a 'stupid accident'.

"Hey Drok, hows the shop?" Lar asked the Turian.

"It's fine, a bit slow though. Nobody's breaking anything anymore. I say it's your fault, fixing everything the right way."

Lar might have taken that as a threat if it wasn't for Drok's playful tone and shit eating grin. Lar was distracted by the lights flickering and the sudden darkness when the bulbs gave out, leaving only the few window for lighting. Lar and Drok looked at each other in concern, they had both heard about the Relay incident but thought nothing of it. After all who would, the Turian military was the strongest in the galaxy. They were, weren't they?

"What do you think that was Lar?" Drok asked, his words are ignored because one of the biggest flashes of light Lar had ever seen blasted into the room from the windows, however there was no sound to accompany such a bright flash.

"Tell me if I'm wrong Drok but don't nuclear weapons cause EMP's and bright flashes that can be seen from the ground and not be heard?"

Drok shook his head violently, not wanting to accept that. Nuclear weapons were banned by the Council for being too dangerous. The blasts could kill hundreds of thousands while the fallout could kill millions more and leave the surface uninhabitable for the next several generations.

"Drok, remember the news? The encounter from the dormant Relay? What if they have come to avenge the ships lost? Nuclear weapons are banned so it can be from any of the other races."

"Don't be silly Lar lets head outside. Maybe the power grid just failed, we'll see what the block looks like."

Lar just nodded dumbly and walked out and sure enough the block was out of power, as was the rest of the city. However the next sight Lar saw she would never forget, it was easily the most terrifying thing she had ever seen.

The heavens parted and from the space came a large metal plate. The plate was large enough to block out the sun from the horizon. The sight paralyzed Lar to the spot. The only thing she could do was stand there and watch as Drok cursed the spirits of Nos Alen.

Lar watched as thousands of little dots dropped from the darkened horizon and hurdled towards the ground. Lar watched as a gunship flew under the metallic beast only to be shot down by one of the turrets on the side with only one shot. She could only stand there and stare at the little dots and microshards of durasteel as they grew bigger in her vision, horrified that the end of her was something that her race was never involved in, horrified that the strongest military power was hopeless against this new race, and most of all sad that she might never see Grari again.

Lar just waited for the heat that would come and take her life, killed on her pilgrimage to a new world. Lar only regret was that she couldn't tell Grari that she loved her back because she never had the guts. One of the growing dots landed close by, only a couple yards away. The immense heat of the impact rolled over her while shockwave blasted her off her feet, causing her to fly back a foot and crack her head on the hard, unforgiving ground.

Groaning she slowly opened her eyes and stood up at the thing in front of her. It looked like a one person escape pod scorched black and had a tinted window on it. Steam rolled off of it, coating the ground in an eerie fog that quickly dissipated under the warm sun. Suddenly the front plate explosively separated from the pod's body. Lar stood there, paralyzed at the sight as the door flew off and landed, skidding to a halt right in front of her feet, smoking and slightly twisted from the heat of reentry and the explosive ejection.

Lar looked up and saw an armoured giant half fell half leaped out of the pod, landing on the ground on it's knees with a dull thud. It immediately reminded her of a cross breed of her own species males, a krogan battle master, and heavy mech. The giant shook it's helmeted head as if to clear it, an action too organic for Lar to believe that it was a mech. Lar wanted to run but couldn't, every instinct and scrap of survival training fled from her as she dumbly stood before the creature. The giant looked right at her and raised what had to be a weapon at her. It was long, angular and looked to be designed for fear factor and functionality. Lar was startled back into reality when Drok stood in front of her and lightly pushed her behind him.

Drok snarled slightly as the giant pressed a button on its wrist and a thin red light reached out and crossed over them. The giant relaxed it's stance when the light retracted and stood up to what had to be seven and a half feet tall. The giant walked past them, not sparing the two another glance.

"What. . . what was that?" Lar finally managed to squeak out.

"I don't know," Drok said, "But lets get to my place, it has to be safer then standing in the streets."

Lar'Raanis just nodded dumbly, still terrified of the giant even after its disappearance. She had found the remedy to make Eden Prime less boring, and she didn't like it at all. And worse Grari had been recalled back to her military base earlier that day. Lar's heart wrenched in her chest.

* * *

><p><strong>Codex<strong>

Arisen Destroyers

The Destroyers are 2.5 kilometers long, the same as an Arisen Frigate. The Destroyers have the same mass as the Frigates despite having only a meter of armour, with slightly more around the Engineering sections. All the extra mass comes from the extra reactors that power the ships to be faster then any other Arisen ship.

A Destroyers role in the Arisen Navy is the same as bombers in atmosphere. They swoop on and drop the payload of superheated plasma and mini nuclear missiles. The missiles are set to detonate after the plasma either breaks the shields from extreme heat or melt through the thick hulls of most other Arisen ships. This ensures maximum damage and next to zero survivability.

Terran Armoured Fleets

Terran Armoured Fleets are similar to regular fleets except one thing, deployment and armament. Terran Armoured Fleets are meant to be deployed into heavy fighting and are equipped as such. Carrying twice the amount of Disrupter Torpedos and triple barreled spinal Mass Accelerator Cannons the Armoured Fleets and dish out more damage then regular fleets. In addition to the extra armament Armoured Fleets have Reactive Armour attached to the ships hard points to allow extra damage to be taken by each ship.

Kig Yar Sniper Battalion

Tried and true, the KigYar Sniper Battalions are the toughest and meanest around. With nimble, agile bodies and keen eye sight the Kig Yar are the perfect snipers. Put through one year of harsh training the Sniper Battalions learn to easily hit a flies wings off with on shot at one kilometer. A strong sense of comradeship and respect pull these units together and make them the lethal weapons that they are.

Daedalus Particle Dilator

The Daedalus is massive, standing 40 kilometers long from end to end. All Daedalus' require enormous amounts of energy in order to focus, chamber, and fire the six energy lances. This limits the Daedalus to orbital defense platforms and the recently finished Super Dreadnaught. The Daedalus has enough power to completely vaporize an Arisen Frigate in three shots.

Inquisitor Class Vessels

The Inquisitor vessels are the descendants of old ONI Prowlers. Sitting at 1 kilometer long they are the smallest space exclusive ship made by the Arisen. Utilizing radar refracting composites, advanced heatsinks and active camouflage to stay undetected Prowlers are the greatest stealth ships known to date.

Containing no armaments besides the Photon Bombs Inquisitors need to be stealthy in order to survive. Under an experienced Captain and a powerful AI an Inquisitor and drift into and enemy formation, run deep scans from the advanced sensor package, plot entire engagements and proper lines of fire, and leave without a trace. This make the Inquisitors the deadliest of all the Arisen ships.


	2. Chapter 2: Pacification

**A/N: So Chapter Two, yay! Once again thanks to BrokenArrow411 for Beta reading. Also Thanks to casquis for allowing me to barrow his OC. Check out his story ****The Life**** for an epic of epic proportions. Also I'm bringing back a character from the first TaR. Don't worry she'll be almost exactly the same. Also anyone who can get how many times I used bungie's favorite number than you can ask one question about the story, as long as it doesn't ruin most of the plot. Don't worry if it does you can ask again. Anyways you don't really care about what I have to say so on with the story.**

**P.S. - That line is overused**

* * *

><p>CH. 2 Pacification<p>

Surface of Alien Planet

Orbital Drop Shock Trooper Lance Corporal Henry Adams peeled himself off the HEV's form-fitting crash padding. Henry shook his head again to clear it from the rough landing. The ship's AI connection was lost for some reason, some kind of signal jammer appeared to be in the area, so he had direct his fall manually and the retro thrusters had failed to activate until the last second, so they didn't cushion his fall as well as they should have. This meant that he had ultimately landed three klicks away from his intended landing site, which meant he was three klicks behind enemy lines with no support beyond his rifle and his armour. His mission was the same as his squad's, find one of the archives listed in the intelligence scan and download everything.

Henry stretched as much as he could inside the cramped metal coffin. Finding nothing wrong other then his feet hurting like a bitch and his vision still slightly blurry he mashed the door's emergency release button. The small amounts of C-36 explosive rocketed the HEV's door off its original spot and into the unknown.

Henry jumped out of the pod, rifle in hand, only to collapse to his knees on the alien pavement. He tried to shake the vertigo from his head and succeeded, if only temporarily. Slowly, as to not bring another wave of vertigo, the Lance Corporal looked up. His vision cleared slightly and he immediately saw something move. Whipping his Light Energy Assault Platform up from his side he moved to one knee and got a clearer view of it.

It was presumably female, although with her mammalian glands he was almost 100 percent positive, and covered in some form of a bio-suit. The suit was matte black and had some elaborate patterns woven in. The patterns consisted of the same black base but had light grey swirls that arched around the covering over the being's head. Finally the suit had some reflective glass pane that was polarized a bright green and had two silvery orbs behind it.

The poor girl was obviously in shock as she was trembling slightly with might have been a blank stare through those silver orbs behind that visor. To make things worse she now had a LEAP pointed at her and the door from his HEV pod was laying at her feet, twisted and smoking from both the heat of reentry and the C-36, which was evidence of her almost being smashed by his arrival. Henry noticed movement in the corner of his eye but kept his head and weapon focused on the girl, if the worse came to worse he could start a hostage situation or detonate his GEN 10 Powered Assault Armour's fission/fusion reactor, bathing anything in the immediate vicinity in nuclear light.

The blur in his peripheral vision got more defined as it stood in front of the girl and pushed her slightly behind it. 'Hmm, another alien, maybe friends, no matter' Henry thought as he activated the active scanner in the bottom of his wrist, lancing out beams of semi-solid Hard Light as is collected some of the basic information on this race: body structures and any weapon signatures. They came back clean from the weapon scan but is must have appeared threatening because the alien was growling the entire time.

Since they were clean of weapons Henry had no reason to kill them, for now, so Henry stood up and walked off around the corner and into an alley heading for the downtown of the Mega City, which was his unit's designated LZ. Henry jogged through the alleyways when it started to get bright out. Henry looked up to see the Super Dreadnaught _Unyielding Death_ climb out of atmosphere. He switched his radio on to contact his squad leader, Captain Francisco Castillo.

A horrifying screech of white noise filled the soundproof helmet that only made the echo that much worse. A long stream of curses followed as Henry fumbled to eradicate the source of the noise. After a solid three seconds of looking like a damn fool he flipped the radio off and was left with the worlds worse case of ringing ears. It took a few minutes before his hearing came back, although only slightly. Henry ordered the suit to preform a diagnostic on his communication suite. Everything checked out so it wasn't on his end, which meant it was on the squad's end or from a jammer.

Henry looked up to see more aliens come sprinting past with weapons in hand. They stopped just past the alleyway as he could hear one barking orders in a flanged voice as well as the clanging of what might have been metal barriers on the hard asphalt.

Henry took a knee and toggled the modification controls. The LEAP split apart like a Forerunner Light rifle. All the pieces of the LEAP shot out into an area of interconnected Hard Light, giving it an appearance of a working 3-D blueprint. He slid out the catalyst module in his LEAP's and switched it from condensed to splash to handle the lightly armored infantry. Next he removed the secondary grenade launcher module from the bottom and dropped in a Scatter Shot module with a heavy bolt catalyst module. He toggled the same controls and the LEAP formed back into a weapon, abet with a slight change in appearance, and he stood up.

The aliens were now mostly quiet with just a few murmurs coming from them only for a harsh voice to silence them. Henry leaned out of the corner and analyzed the defense they set up. He was almost impressed. Half meter waist high cover lined the streets in an orderly fashion that allowed easy firing lines and quick lines of retreat for the entire platoon of alien soldiers. Heavy turrets were being set up in the back and small stockpiles were being placed around in an orderly fashion. The only problem was that they were facing the wrong way.

They had prepared for the enemy to come in on dropships and gunships with heavy armor at the outskirts of town pressing in, clearing the way as they went. They had not prepared for orbital insertions, heavy orbital bombardment, and a complete systems disruption. All in all they had prepared for a cut and dry set piece invasion, not the shock and awe invasion that the Arisen preferred.

Henry knew that he couldn't take them all, no matter how advanced his technology was there were just too many, so he had to improvise. He mentally activated the active camouflage module, pulled out most of his supply of C-36 breaching charges, and reshaped the explosives from a cone to a rough flat disc. Then Henry slipped out of cover and crouch walked to the front of the defensive line, placing the breaching charges in a staggered line across all the metal barriers and about a foot from each of the aliens. He had some close calls when one of them would sniff the air, seemingly able to smell him, or one of them would shift positions slightly and he would have to move around him. He finally finished his placement after ten minutes and hurried back to his starting point, rechecking the small devices as he returned, taking another five minutes. He then crept around into the alley and mentally thumbed the detonators. Massive blue, yellow explosions rocked the alien lines as the breaching charges detonated. The aliens inside of the blast zone simply vanished into the glow while the aliens farther out had their flesh melted off, their skeletons carbonized, their insides liquefied, or suffered from varying second and third degree burns. The air hung thick with the stench of burnt flesh and the howling screams of panic and pain.

Hearing the cries, Henry rounded the corner, LEAP level and ready to fire. Thin golden lances reached out and licked enemy soldiers, the aggravated photons blossoming out and consuming armor and flesh alike. Screams cut off instantly as Henry delivered mercy blows from his assault module. Henry then switched to the shell-shocked soldiers, once again firing the LEAP's assault module and claiming more lives. The aliens tried to focus on him but their confusion and disorientation cost them dearly. Many were either trying to help their buddies with their wounds or were trying to restore order after the explosion. A great many more weren't even able to fight, either dead or heavily wounded and unconscious from the explosion.

Henry watched as the last conscious trooper finally fell, most of his face melted away to leave only a slightly carbonized skull. He then walked among the ruins of the battlefield, if you could even call it that. The high explosives had damaged the surrounding buildings and most of the glass farther out from the blast radius had been shaken lose and sown on the ground in wispy fragments. The center of detonation were blackened, cratered, and held more then a few charred skeletons. Only a few halves of the metal barriers were intact and even those were thrown a few feet from their starting positions. Henry had forgotten how destructive C-36 was on non-Forerunner alloy. The frantic gunfire had left little pits and large scorch marks in the walls of surrounding buildings. Bodies laid in groups, dead before they had time to move during the sudden ambush.

He checked some of the soldiers for objects of interest and found some had some kind of microchip on their wrist that wouldn't activate to his touch. He rounded them up anyway, R&D would have a ball accessing the information on them. Henry rounded up the last of the microchips that were intact and glanced at the waypoint that popped up on his HUD. It pointed 1.2 kilometers into the city and was followed by a short message. "Come get us rookie. Oh and you better hurry before I'll eat your lunch and put you on first watch." Sometimes Castillo was an ass. Scratch that, most of the time Castillo was an ass. He still didn't understand how he got his wife. He had heard the stories about the Captain, he had lived and fought through most of the Great War and lived to tell about it. After the War he had stayed in the ODSTs to "lead the greatest squad of badasses that ever lived", quote unquote. If Henry knew Castillo he was going to be sitting on a rock, eating his MRE, and drinking a stolen beer with not a single alien in sight, completely safe and without a worry while making him run through Dante's Inferno to get there.

Henry thumbed the release and the rear of the gun split apart like a Concussion Rifle ejecting its plasma cell. A small cylinder raised out slightly with a little heat gauge on it. The gauge read red, so he yanked it out and threw it behind him before smoothly pulling one from his combat harness and slamming it home. The rear closed up like a wilting flower in the cold and Henry knew that he was ready to roll.

Examining the bending roads, Henry plotted a new course to downtown, following the waypoint to his new objective…finding his squad.

* * *

><p>Private Council Chambers, Citadel<p>

Valern, Sparatus, and Tevos watched the disturbing montage for the third time. It was a series of sensor readings, images and short video clips taken by the fleet and satellites near Eden Prime. No matter how many times they replayed the image it never got any better. It showed one of the most one-sided naval battles in the history of the Council, and it wasn't going their way.

While Sparatus was a major skeptic he couldn't deny hard video evidence such as this. Tevos was already thinking about what these ships could do if they entered Asari space. She was compromiser and a lot of that would have to be made. Valern simply analyzed more of the hard data that was scrolling across the bottom of the screen and thinking of countermeasures for these unknowns. Unfortunately…Salarians weren't good with unknowns.

The first sign of the attack was a massive spike in Cherenkov radiation and mass effect energy on the sensors before a fleet of exactly 4,981 ships appeared on the screen. At this moment three detonations released a massive amount of energy from a space around the size of a Turian's head. Next a part of the alien fleet shot off to the side around the gas giant. Then the aliens launched a large number of missiles, which deployed a payload of pure plasma and nuclear warheads. At this point about half of the Turian Fleet had recovered and began firing at the enemy ships streaking away, but mere meters from the hull blood-red energy shields flared and deflected the slugs like they were annoying flies.

Tevos' eyes couldn't stop looking at conglomerate of enemy ships. At the forefront was a massive vessel measuring fifty-six kilometers long, which was even longer than the Citadel! It was blocky, utilitarian, covered in guns and seemed to absorb all the light around it, only visible by the faint yellow gold lines that danced along the length of most of the ship. Next there were several ships that appeared to be made of the same strange metal but looked more organic and smooth with deadly purple accents. Another group appeared to be a mix of the first two ship types but were covered in a metal that glinted brightly under the light. Then there were a handful of ships that looked like scrap heaps welded together or looked like a squid from Thessia, complete with moving tentacles and all.

Their weaponry held just as much variety as the ships themselves. Long streaks of silver, yellow-gold lances, purple blobs, slender pink crystals, and giant orange streaks all soared towards the Turian fleet with deadly results as ships shattered and detonated. The killing blow came when the 56 km ship rushed ahead after being hit by the Turian Dreadnoughts and most of the surviving fleet, with no effect, and firing a massive beam of light that hit them with catastrophic consequences. In the final phase the ships that circled around the gas giant closed in and rained a number of volleys of mass accelerator rounds upon the Turians, crushing any last attempts at resistance.

In the end of the report STG reported that the 56km ship had skimmed the atmosphere of Eden Prime and launched shells and what might have been atmospheric entry pods towards the surface. Also in the report it stated that three shots from the 56 km ships energy cannon could and most likely would boil through the Citadel's armour, though it was only speculation.

"... Spirits," was all Sparatus had to say. Tevos agreed with him, a large fleet of unknowns rushed through the system and destroyed the entire Turian Second Fleet, which held the largest number of dreadnoughts in the entire Turian Navy. Even with this advantage the Second Fleet had crumbled under these alien's might. Valern just studied the loop again, for the fourth time. Finally Valern made a move, shutting down the holodisplays as to stop Sparatus from gaping at the hundreds of thousands of Turians dead in the six minutes of space combat. All eyes fell on the disgruntled General standing before them.

"So what could have provoked them into doing this? They are obviously an advanced sentient species and I highly doubt they would just attack for no good reason," Valern said.

"We gave them a reason Councilor. They activated a dormant Relay and in following Council Law a passing patrol group destroyed the vessels responsible," The General said.

Tevos' eyes widened at the revelation. "You fired on unknown ships without making contact? And for a law they wouldn't know existed?" She asked. The General nodded grimly in confirmation.

Sparatus spoke up after finding his voice. "Who authorized the Second Fleet to move?"

"The Admiral stationed there said they had made contact with a new, hostile species, saying they had fired upon our patrol group. In response we sent the closest fleet we had in hopes of stonewalling an invasion," The General replied.

"Did they fire?" Tevos asked.

"What?"

"Did they fire first?" Tevos clarified.

"No. The patrol group opened fire as soon as the unknowns came through the Relay," The General said.

"So they might listen to peace." Tevos said. She cared a lot about the Turians. If that fleet could role through the Second Fleet like nothing then if they wanted to take Asari space they wouldn't be able to do anything about it.

Valern just checked the raw data on his omnitool again. He had a lot of unknown variables but he also had a few theories on how to combat the energy weapons, which he quickly forwarded to STG headquarters for evaluation as the others droned on.

"No, absolutely not!" Sparatus said. "They slaughtered hundreds of thousands of Turian in six minutes. Your little peace delegation will be torn apart in seconds!"

"They might be but this is a risk we must take. If they could go in without weapons charged they might be spared. Think of the lives on both sides that will be saved." Tevos shot back.

Sparatus nodded thoughtfully before turning to the General. "Give them access to the Relay but prepare for the worst should they fail."

Valern spoke up suddenly. "Are we sure this is only one of their fleets?"

"What do you mean?" Sparatus asked.

"Look at the size of it, it's bigger than the Citadel Defense Fleet. What if this is all of their ships?"

"Does it matter Valern? I mean even if it is we can't go toe to toe with them without taking unacceptable losses. I assume the STG has contingency plans?" Sparatus asked. Valern nodded in confirmation.

Tevos turned to the General. "This meeting of the Council is adjourned."

* * *

><p>Forward Operating Base Atlas, Eden Prime<p>

General Desolas Arterius ran across the Command Center, assault rifle slung across his back. He loved the weight, it made him feel like a soldier again, a real one, not a paper pusher sitting in a glorified chair. The rush of his soldiers darting around him and the orderly voices on the comm channels only helped to set his mood.

The base shock violently as another one of the alien's kinetic shells smashed into the protective kinetic barrier. His good men fumbled about from their unstable footing before continuing on their way…and then silence. The bombardment ceased and there was nothing to be heard, even the electric hum from the monitors gave out as the base's power failed. This left an eerie quite around the FOB.

"Get us power! I want a damage report and I want it now!" He called out, his orders breaking the silence.

The floor exploded into a flurry of activity as his staff ran about. Combat engineers shifted around in a fluidity that bespoke their training and experience. They rerouted wires and reconnected electricity streams…the base started to come back online.

"We're ok sir. The barrier held out just long enough to stop the barrage…wait, that's not right," came the voice of Saren Arterius, his brother, who was reading off the most recently reactivated terminal, mandibles tightening further and further as he read on.

"What is it brother?" Desolas asked as his brother stared at the screen.

"The perimeter guards are not responding and several motion sensors around the base have been tripped. I'm getting reports of soldiers falling back to the CP," Saren said.

Desolas understood what that meant. Last stand. The Command center was the last stop, only one way in and one way out.

"Defensive positions! Get some barriers out and set them up, if we're fated to die, then by the Spirits we'll make the aliens pay for every last one of us!" Desolas yelled out.

The engineers that were just rewiring electrical systems found themselves quickly cutting metal plates off of nonessential objects, such as the very terminals that they were just trying to fix. The plates were then welded to the floor as the command personnel bunkered down. Slowly soldiers came funneling in and were directed to positions in the big room. Finally one last group entered and locked the door behind them.

"Report!", Desolas yelled at them.

"They . . .they are coming sir. I've never . . . seen something move ..." The soldier were interrupted by three loud bangs on the durasteel door.

"Get to cover! Fire once that door opens up!" Desolas roared out as he crouched behind his cover and stabilized his gun on the edge. His heart was beating faster then he thought possible as his body amped up for the coming fight.

The door vaporized in a blue, yellow flash and two blurs entered the room and for the Turians…

All hell broke loose…

* * *

><p>Outskirts of Alien FOB, Alien Planet<p>

Emily-9027 listened as Harold-9184 disassembled and reassembled his Heavy Energy Assault Platform for the umpteenth time since the Headhunters' insertion on this rock. They laid on top of a grassy knoll about a kilometer away from a little FOB. A little farther back a Beetle mortar platform was launching shells at it. Their mission was to take out the base's signal jammer and confirm the sighting of a high ranking officer, and eliminate him if possible. Now they sat on the edge of the knoll, waiting for the base to crack under the pressure.

Through her sniper scope Emily scoped out potential targets. She shifted slightly and firmly set her crosshairs on each alien in a watchtower before repeating the motion. Behind her the Beetle launched a number of rounds at the base's kinetic shields. All of the projectiles were purposefully aimed at the base's edges, so that when the barriers fell they could infiltrate the outer walls easier.

The barrier shined even brighter from the strain before breaking with a loud crack, sounding like a thousand glass windows as the field dissipated into the air. Emily sent a double red flash to the Beetle, signaling it to stop the bombardment. Emily then sent a green flash to Harold, enacting the next part of the infiltration. Harold rushed out into the waiting kill zone, the tall grass parting around his form even as the surviving aliens turned to fire on him. Emily looked down her scope and dialed in on the first watchtower guard, who fell as a 15x117mm slug bored through its head and turned it into a dark blue mist. She shifted targets to the next guard in one fluid motion. Three more aliens fell in quick succession with a dull thud and a puff of blue mist.

Still aiming down her scope Emily turned to the giant hole in the xeno-compound's wall and saw Harold crouching behind the debris pile left behind. He was firing full auto with his MG module, the golden lances carving into the hostiles on the other side of the wall. Seeing this, Emily shouldered the sniper rifle and drew two small coil SMG's, while checking to see that the magazines were firmly pressed in place.

She sprinted to the opening in the wall and slammed into it with a heavy thud. Glancing around the corner Emily saw Harold moving in the open and still firing his HEAP. The HEAP's barrel was glowing white hot from the rapid fire heat of the Hard Light bolts. Meanwhile, his shields crackled red as the enemy slugs slammed into them.

Emily decided to join the fight and moved into the open SMGs spitting out 6mm iron bullets that shredded both alien shields and flesh alike. The two were relentless and soon managed to push the xenos back with their heavy fire. The enemy pulled back into the inner building of the FOB, no doubt setting up traps along the way as a few of them remained to act as a rearguard. Finally as the last one tumbled back with half his torso carbonized, the doors slammed shut and a red hologram flashed in place. Emily turned to Harold just as he did the same and he shrugged. Being the demolitions expert of the two he had most of the breaching charges and high explosives. Harold quickly slapped a breaching charge on the door under the hologram as it continually said "Access denied".

Emily waited for one of Harold's infamous one-liners and wasn't disappointed. "Access this.", he snapped as he keyed the detonator. The door atomized in a brilliant blue, yellow flash of light. Simultaneously, Emily pulled out a white phosphorous grenade and threw it through the recently made threshold. A few yells were heard as well as the stomping of footsteps just before a loud pop designated the grenade's detonation. The duo rounded to corner to see two twitching bodies in the burning cloud, clawing at their faces as they breathed their final breaths. The Headhunters' shields just flared and pushed the minuscule airborne elements away as they walked through.

Emily finished off both of the wounded aliens as a mercy kill as she walked by before she heard the screech of metal twisting and saw Harold ripping the next door off its hinges. With a grunt he threw the door into the next room. Harold and Emily braced for gunfire as they rushed inside only to find that the room was clear. Harold took a tentative step forward, expecting the roof to fall or the room the spontaneously combust. Nothing of the sort happened so the pair walked forward.

This continued on for a while. Harold would rip a door off its hinges or breach with charges and they would brace for anything. When nothing followed Harold would step out and wait for a trap or ambush. When that didn't happen they would continue to the next door. Wash, rinse, repeat. After what felt like hours of tense anticipation the Headhunters made it to the biggest room yet.

"I'm picking up chatter in the next room," Emily said when her audio sensor spiked.

Harold grunted and drew three breaching charges and pasted them to the door with a bang before stepping back. "Might as well give them a show," He said as he flipped on the secondary module of his HEAP, an incendiary rifle.

The door disintegrated in a bright blue, yellow flash as the two rushed forward. The room behind the door was enormous, the biggest one yet, it the center was an elevated platform, and to the sides were rows and rows of hastily created barricades and firing lines.

The SPARTAN IIs rushed in at full sprint, bullets pinging off of walls and the Hard Light shields of the SPARTANs as they advanced. Emily ran to the right and Harold to the left in an attempt to split the enemy's fire. The tactic work beautifully.

Emily lined up on the first set of soldiers, two of the aliens behind waist high cover. Bullets pelted the two and drained their shields before dropping them as they became swiss cheese. Emily slid back into the cover as her shields hit the breaking point, shattering with a crack, which seemed to encourage the aliens. All the hostiles seemed to abandon their attempt at killing Harold as he melted a path to the back of the room and focused on the now unshielded Emily. She scrunched herself deeper into cover as bullets chipped away at the barrier and the ground a few centimeters behind her. She blind fired over her protection and the fire slackened for a moment before picking up again.

Emily sent a short range to Harold. "Care to help a lady out?"

She could hear metallic pings as bullets hit his armor and the hiss of his incendiary rifle on the other end of the radio. "Sorry little lady. You're gonna have to make your own way out." He grunted back, his Scottish brogue coming out thick, which only happened when he was really in trouble.

The pings on the other side of the barrier were getting louder and a few even managed to penetrate it. If she didn't act now her lighter armor was going to get perforated. She drew two thermobaric grenades from her fanny data pack.

"You're going to want to duck Harold," She warned her partner.

With a press of a button the grenades primed and she blindly chucked them towards the crowd of enemies. The low scale 'vacuum bombs' released a heated aerosol into the air with a scatter charge before a secondary plasma charge ignited the aerosol. The closest targets didn't stand a chance, the heat burned them into nothing but charred remains. The rest died in a much more horrible way: the heat burning flesh, the shock wave pounding their internal organs into mush, limbs torn from sockets, and because of the confined space the wave bounced back to hit others.

Emily's armor pushed the shields and ballistics gel layer to the max, quick draining all nonessential power to supercharge the Hard Light emitters. She fell thousands of pinpricks from all over as the gel layer pressed into her while it expanded past the safety limit. She lost her HUD and most of her augmented strength as the powered exoskeleton largely deactivated and the weight of the half ton armor began to set in.

She laid there on the ground as the suit fought for her life for 10 seconds until all the systems rebooted. Finally the systems came back online and she felt semi-normal again. Emily slowly stood up and looked around the room.

What she saw was the stuff of nightmares. Two blackened craters were left in the ground where the grenades detonated. The walls bent outwards in an unhealthy direction and they looked as if they were about to collapse. Several limbs were strewn about, some close to the bodies, others hanging from support struts or across the room. Most of the enemy soldiers lay dead or in the bliss of unconscious; those that weren't writhed in agony, clutching their torsos or holding severe burns. They would die in a matter of minutes.

She spotted Harold trying to get up. The front of his massive chest piece was pockmarked where the bullets hit him and smothered in dark suet. Emily walked over to him and helped him up, while he dusted himself off theatrically. Harold nodded in thanks and walked off in search of the objective.

Meanwhile, Emily walked around and tried to identify the commanding officer, a task made almost impossible by the use of the thermobaric devices and Harold's incendiary rifle. Eventually she made her way to what she guessed could be the officer, judging by his red armor and red shield emitter. Well that and an earlier intelligence report forwarded to the Headhunter pair told them this signified an officer of some kind. The officer was curled around another alien, as if to protect it. The other one was banged up, its arm was gone from the shoulder down and was unconscious.

She just shot the officer in the head to confirm the kill. She then turned around to help Harold find the jammer when a loud bang reverberated throughout the space. Emily sent the green light to the Beetle, telling the commander they didn't need their assistance. She then opened a channel to command.

"Command this is Headhunter group Reaper, come in."

"This is Central Actual, we read you Reaper."

"Reaper is requesting exfil. Mission complete, over."

"We copy five by five Reaper, Pelican inbound. ETA 10 minutes. Central out." Then the comm went silent as Central cut the link. Emily opened a new channel to Harold.

"Come on Harold, it's time to get off this rock."

"Aye Em, but it's our rock now."

* * *

><p>Downtown, Alien Planet<p>

Henry kicked the alien over, hard, as the alien howled in pain before he shot it in the face with his Scatter Shot module, the heavy bolts shredding its face. The battlefield became quiet with only the sounds of his labored breathing and the light sizzling of flesh remaining.

He pressed the release button and ripped out the flashing red plasma cell and slammed in fresh green one. A soft clank signaled the gun was ready to fire once again. With his weapon fully loaded, Henry quickly made his way into the building that the squad had set up shop in.

The metal door caved in easily, hitting the floor with a metallic clang. Henry had to try hard to not recoil at the sight. Half a dozen human bodies covered the ground, armor warped and distorted in ways he had never seen before. Human organs lay strewn about the room or floated freely in thick red pools of congealed blood. He kicked a stomach out of the way and took a knee, scanner examining the remains for any clue as to what occurred.

All the results that came back were not satisfying. Almost all the organic cells and armor plates showed molecular distortion and damage. There was also evidence of high explosives or anti tank weapons being used on them based off the residue left behind. Henry collected the dog tags from his squadmates' necks for identification and the encoding of their last thoughts. He also specifically noted that Castillo's tag wasn't there.

Henry slung the LEAP over his shoulder and flicked on Enhanced Virtual Reality Visor. The EVRV used a combination of dumb AI runtimes, thermal imaging, night vision, realtime information, and promethean vision and standard issue to most Arisen special forces. His visor lit up with waves of blue lights as the mode activated, which expanded out and swept through the archive, showing inactive objects in blue, objectives in gold, friendlies in green, and hostiles in red. Henry looked around and saw no red splotches but did spot a gold disk on the next floor up. Flicking EVRV off Henry slowly climbed up the stairs while swinging the LEAP off his shoulder in a fluid motion. Taking a second to check that the Scatter Shot module was still active he finished his ascension.

Calmly making his way over to the room with the golden disk he noticed that room had all of its doors locked. He slipped out his last breaching charge and planted it on the door, taking one last deep breath he detonated the charge. A second after the blast saw Henry stepping past the settling debris, his LEAP ready to spit angry lances at the nearest enemy, instead he was assaulted by a room coated in the familiar blue hue of alien blood. The Lance Corporal spotted the object that was bathed in gold, off in a corner next to a thermobaric grenade. It was a small Arisen storage crystal, which could hold 64 binary Yottabytes of data and his HUD notified him that it was almost full.

He slotted the crystal into the back of his helmet and data flooded across his HUD: languages, races, coordinates of both worlds and installations, fleet data, food sources, DNA, history, everything. Everything this archive had access to was his now, and by extension it now belonged to the Orion Council.

He tried his radio again and this time got something…a weak signal but one none the less. "This is Lance Corporal Henry Adams, I have the package, I say again, I have the package. Need immediate extraction, over."

"We read you Corporal we are sending Whisky 5 for EXFIL, ETA 5 mikes, over."

"I read you, tossing an IR beacon for them, out."

Henry calmly walked outside, and on his way he interfaced with the antimatter reactors on his fellow ODST's armor so they would detonate on command. He threw down an IR beacon and slumped down in a corner for the short wait for Whisky 5. As he waited he pondered where the Captain went, however, the dull roar of a gunship filled the area as it landed in the courtyard. The hatch dropped to reveal the True Reclaimer's personal AI Helen.

She was covered in a complete Hard Light shell. The way she moved seem too natural and her undefined beauty was unmatched. The Hard Light projectors emitted real colors, offsetting from the normal blues and reds. Her hair and clothes matched the wind and turbulence from the Pelican. It unnerved Henry to see how fantastic she appeared.

Helen walked up to Henry and stood in front of him. "Excellent work, Specialist, but we must depart immediately, time is of the essence. The enemy forces are falling apart and now all that is left is the policing action, and the others can handle that. We must get this information decrypted and analyzed for the next element of our plan."

Henry nodded and slipped the storage crystal out of his helmet and gave it to a waiting Helen. She nodded back as she grabbed it and slipped it into her chest, bypassing the clothes, skin, flesh, and bone. Henry could almost hear the AI working over the information. Helen walked onto the gunship with Henry in her wake.

* * *

><p><strong>Codex<strong>

GEN 10 armour

The GEN 10 armour is the future of the MJOLNIR Powered Assault Armour. The GEN 10 is faster and more agile than any that came before it. Along with that the GEN 10 is the first to be pioneered with the Hard Light shield system and heavy Forerunner plates no less than a tenth of a meter thick and up to half a meter thick. To compensate for this the GEN 10 uses more energy to fuel its powered synthetic muscle exoskeleton. Thus the reactor is five time the original output. Each GEN 10 armour has multiple magnetic attachment points for use of non-Arisen weapons. Each GEN 10 comes with a variety of customizable modules and abilities for everyones combat style, from stealth to full frontal assault.

Modules

Modules are upgrade points on an Arisen weapon or armour. These can be anything from going invisible to firing condensed Hard Light. Modules are used to help the soldier adapt to any situation while keeping down weight from extra weapons.

In a LEAP or HEAP you can change out the top and bottom firing systems. Common firing modules are the Assault Rifles, Scatter Shot, and Grenade Launcher on a LEAP and the Incendiary Rifle, Missile Launcher, and Machine Gun for the HEAP. The Incendiary Rifle was specifically designed to combat Flood and Necromorph infestations.

Along with that you can change the way the particle dilator fires in each system with a catalyst module. The two types of catalysts are condensed and splash. Condensed, or Heavy bolts, fires compacted Hard Light bolts designed to damage an object by firing through them and retain their from, like an armour piercing round. Splash fires semi-compacted Hard Light bolts designed to damage an object by hitting them and mushrooming out, transferring a massive amount of thermal heat. Splash was specifically designed to combat Flood and Necromorph infestations.

In armour modules are often called the armour load out. Your armour load out consists of your armour's specialized abilities, such as active camouflage and medical drop shield, and armour's plate thickness for what role it's playing. An example is an infiltrator will likely chose minimal plating, active camouflage, and reroute the power to mobility and active camouflage duration rather than chose the maximum plating and stationary Hard Light barriers.

Heavy Energy Assault Platform (HEAP)

The Heavy Energy Assault Platform is a large two-handed platform on which Hard Light is fired from the hip. Gaining its look from the old M247H Heavy Machine Gun without its magazine and the Type-52 Direct Energy Support Weapon the HEAP is a force to be reckoned with. Firing heavy ordinance the HEAP can easily rip through infantry, light armoured vehicles, and even some medium armoured ones.

Light Energy Assault Platform (LEAP)

The Light Energy Assault Platform is a smaller two-handed platform on which Hard Light is fired from the shoulder. Gaining its look from the old MA5D ICWS and the Light Rifle the LEAP is a sturdy reliable weapon. The LEAP eliminates the need for any specific assault weapon by allowing for a one rifle fits all.

Beetle Mortar Platform

The Beetle Mortar Platform or Beetle for short is the standard artillery unit in the Arisen Armoured Calvary. Designed to launch plasma, Hard Light, nuclear missiles, and kinetic slugs the Beetle allows the Arisen to launch heavy ground based ordinance from the twenty tubes on its 'back'. The Beetle is sturdy enough that it can be dropped from orbit along with ODSTs and SPARTAN IIs to provide immediate fire support.

C-36 High Explosive

The C-36 is the latest in the line of the composition C family. It utilizes the tried and true method of chemical reactions in secondary high explosives as well as incorporating plasma charges to amplify the explosive detonation. One pound of C-36 can blow through one meter of Forerunner armour.

M14 Caseless Coil SMG

The M14 Caseless Coil SMG was the developed in the need for a weapon that didn't fire Hard Light for use in special operations. The answer was the old M7 Caseless SMG. However over time the Arisen grip on linear weapon systems grew till the development of Railguns were easy. After this someone thought of the shrinking of linear technology to a small SMG form. The resulting product was the M14. The M14 was nearly silent as the only sound was of the 6mm pellets breaking the sound barrier and this is muffled by an internal suppressor.

XMS-34 Gauss Sniper Platform

The XMS-34 Gauss Sniper Platform was developed and put into use after the Model 99 Special Application Scoped Rifle was proved ineffective against the rising armours and shields. After this and the stronger grip on linear technology the Arisen developed the XMS-34. The XMS-34 proved to fire a 15x117mm solid slug faster and more reliable than the Model 99 SASR.

Data Storage Device

Data Storage Devices are the next step in storage of everything. Data Storage Devices use a combination between Slipspace extra-dimensional and Earth-born encoding to store objets in a suspended animation. This allows for ammo and modules to be transmitted wirelessly as well as kept in perfect condition from the time of storage. This makes even the most unstable explosives reliable to transport in large quantities.
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><p>CH. 3 Peace and Reconciliation<p>

Citadel Ship _Tranquility in Crisis_, Outside Relay 314

Benezia watched as the Turian blockade grew in the ship's viewport. The majority of the fleet was facing 'inwards', to the Relay; however, there were some that faced towards Benezia's vessel. She glared daggers at the ships as if she could move them through shear force of will. Unfortunately they didn't even budge, they did however open a comm channel to _Tranquility in Crisis_.

"This is a blockade with the official sanction of Turian High Command and the Primarch himself, turn back or be shot down. You have sixty seconds to comply," Ordered a gruff, distinctively Turian voice.

"This is Matriarch Benezia, captain of _Tranquility in Crisis_. I am here under orders from the Council to call for peace."

"Reason with them? Ha! Just ask the Second Fleet how they feel about 'reasoning' with them." Replied the same voice.

"It is not my job to hide from them. My job is to broker a peace agreement and that's exactly what I'm going to do."

The line was silent for several seconds before the voice came back. "Very well, _Tranquility_, you are cleared to the other side, but don't think I'll fish out your frozen corpse when it goes badly for you."

The Turian blockade then parted before the Asari vessel as the _Tranquility_ moved slowly through the blockade. Not because they didn't want to get there but because the path was so narrow if they deviated slightly they could collide with a Turian ship. After what seemed like an eternity of near misses and slight bumps off of kinetic shields they made it to the Relay.

"Ok, Helm, bring us through. Keep the weapons cold, if they are even half as advanced the reports say they could detect the charge. Comms, be ready to intercept any incoming signals," Benezia said. She didn't doubt the reports either, STG tended to never be wrong.

The ship glided into range of the Relay and the familiar spike shot out of the core readings. A lightning bolt encased the ship in a light blue glow as the Relay charged. The core glowed brighter and brighter in the Tranquility's view screen as the rings spun faster and faster. Then a few seconds of levity, a peace before destruction, the calm before a war. And now they were hundreds of thousand of lightyears away from where they started, in hostile territory.

"Status report!" Benezia yelled out

"We are already receiving hails Matriarch. That's . . . odd."

"What is it?" Benezia asked.

"They seem to know High Thessian."

"That's of no concern, play the hail."

"This is the OCAS Super Dreadnought _Unyielding Death_, speaking for the entire Orion Council and all its colonies. Asari vessel state your intentions or prepare to be treated as a hostile in a no fly zone. You have three minutes reply," The gravely baritone commanded. The way he calmly assured their destruction from noncompliance sent shivers down Benezia's spine.

"Open a comm line along the same frequency they used." A soft chime sounded in the quite space, telling Benezia it was time to be diplomatic or die. "This is Matriarch Benezia, the captain of the Council's ship _Tranquility in Crisis_. Our intentions are ones of brokering a peace treaty or at least a ceasefire between your nation and ours."

Benezia waited, listening for what felt like a eternity for the reply. If they decide to kill them there was nothing they could do to stop them. This was probably how the flotilla coming out of the dormant Relay felt.

"This is the OCAS Super Dreadnought _Unyielding Death_, you are free to dock with us. You will be escorted by two OCAS Frigates. You may bring a security detail to make you feel safer if you wish, as long as it is under two squads. Once docked a team will meet and escort you to the Hub. I will see you there," The baritone ordered. The voice had an air of confidence and command around it. Benezia felt that even if it was not her mission to meet with them she would follow it anyways. This might make negotiation difficult to say the least, especially if this were a race that tended to not get along well with others.

"Shiala, grab a squad of commandos and a shuttle and meet me in the hanger," Benezia ordered her aide.

"Of course Benezia."

* * *

><p>Super Dreadnought <em>Unyielding Death<em>, Space around Eden Prime

Benezia exited the shuttle into the cavernous hanger bay. Around her and her team were hundreds of thousands of ships of different types: fighters, bombers, gunships, dropships, and some she couldn't begin to identify. Benezia spotted the team sent to escort her.

People the size of Krogan and encased in enough armor that appeared that not even a Krogan could handle easily. They marched forward in a fluid grace that made them look almost mechanical in nature. All the massive plates they wore were a deep red and trimmed in a bright cobalt blue. Sickly yellow eye slots glowed fiercely, illuminating the red faceplate slightly and showing the perfect little hexagons the plates were made of. To add to the feeling of being small each one had a giant rifle with glowing yellow, gold lines running up and down it.

The first giant stepped up to Benezia and looked down to her, hold the rifle one handed. She felt a moment of unease as the giant scrutinized her from behind the impassive faceplate. Finally the giant took a step back while raising the rifle into a two-handed hold before speaking.

"I'm General Kelly Bornstellar and I lead the Orion Honor Guards. If you follow me I'll lead you to the Hub. Once there your team can walk around and mingle with the occupants. The AI has..." Kelly was cut off by the group of Asari.

"AI!" They all shouted unanimously.

"Don't you not know the dangers of an AI!?" One of the commandos yelled.

Kelly let out an exasperated sigh, "Yes we know quite well the dangers of an AI. It's the same as any other creature with a mind. We have been using AI's for over two thousand years with little trouble. Now if you would let me continue the AI will translate your language to English, our standard language. Now I suggest you follow me as I will lead you to the Hub. Oh and don't meld with the crew mates."

Benezia could hear her commandos whispering to one another now. It was most likely about the news of the AI or the aliens startling knowledge of their culture. The team led them down the hallways that twisted through the ship. Along the way they spotted many other races. Short, squat creatures with leather for skin and always wore gas masks that released little blue puffs of smoke. Tall, well built reptiles with four mandibles that flared when they talked. 10 feet tall monstrosities made of pulsating orange and grey flesh and covered in even thicker armour then the Honor Guard. They finally entered what was a cluster of strange silver, blue beams.

"This is a Nexus station. It will get us to the Hub. Please follow me." Kelly stepped onto one of the triangular platforms and it hovered slightly into the air. Kelly shot forward at surprising speeds.

"How many rebellions have you had with the AI's?" One of the commandos asked nervously after gaining the courage from the chiding of the others. One of the other Honor Guards turned to her slowly.

"None. We have only had to worry about ourselves not AI. They follow what we say because we treat them like what they are, equals. This stops any ideas of rebellion. It's the same with any type of intelligence really," He said before moving onto another platform.

Benezia walked up to the platform, following the Honor Guard's example. They hovered up and the beam caught her and she felt weightless before being shot forward at amazing speeds. The platform had firmly secured her to it and she couldn't move if she wanted too. The ground before her appeared fast, too fast.

Benezia let out a startled scream at the fast approaching ground when a pure bark blue blue beam shot out of the wall itself, significantly slowing her descent. The platform landed on the deck and molded into it, feather light. She shook herself off and walked up to Kelly, who was a stoic as ever. They had to wait a few minutes as more of the commandos and Honor Guard showed up. Some of the other races started talking to themselves and laughed some.

"Come, it is a short walk to the Hub," Kelly said once the last Honor Guard crossed, commando in tow.

As the group walked down the hallways Benezia spotted another race. It looked like a mutated Hanar and it was taking off bulkhead panels with nothing but its tentacles. When they walked by they saw the circuitry of the ship. Thick silver tubes that pulsated with blue electricity.

They passed quickly and came to a set of wide doors. Kelly turned to them and her helmet came apart. It split into twelve pieces along the front before expanding in an interlace of thin red beams before dissolving into the air. It showed a face that was similar to an Asari's, except it was white with several scars thin along it. She also had brown fur atop her head and blue-grey eyes. She smiled and showed square white teeth.

"Welcome to the Hub," She said.

The door slid open without making a sound. The sound of water falling was heard and to the left was a mountain, covered in grass and trees with a waterfall. Stretching across the room was a meadow with a river flowing through the center. It ended with a gold trim and the river disappeared under the trim as well as the meadow. It looked as if they stripped the landscape from a planet and put it in the massive room. On the right was a series of small shops, selling everything from food to clothes to batteries. Above was a sun with clouds rolling past it, casting shadows across the land.

"By the Goddess," one of the commandos gasped.

"It's beautiful," Another one said.

Another on of the giants walked up, already with his helmet down. His armour plates were purple with gold trim around them. On his chest was an odd symbol, a circle with another circle in it with a thick line projecting out of the inner circle downwards and separated the outer circle, inlaid in iridescent metal. He had a stoic expression, pale skin, close cropped fur in his head, strong, rugged jaw, and cold blue eyes, ones that have seen too much.

"Ah Kelly I see you have brought our guests," the man said in the same gravely baritone that Benezia remembered from the transmission. He turned to Benezia. "I hope you enjoy the view ambassador but I'm afraid that I'm going to have to drag you away from it."

Benezia bowed slightly, "Of course."

"Then please follow me," He said.

"Please allow me to take one other with me," Benezia said.

"Of course, it may be my ship but you still have free reign. I only ask you stay within this Hub and within the public areas," He said.

Benezia bowed again. "Shiala come with me. Everyone else, find something to do."

"Come," He said, motioning forwards. "Let us not leave the others waiting."

* * *

><p>The Hub, Inside the Super Dreadnought <em>Unyielding Death<em>

Rilara T'Ira watched as Benezia walked off with this monster of a species. She still didn't know how she had managed to not react when they first arrived in the ship; it was amazing! She might have been an Asari Commando of some standing but the sheer mastery that this species displayed was incredible. She felt like she was on the Citadel again, albeit with a different culture completely. The others thought differently but they where all a lot older than her meager 127.

She looked back up into the roof with the fake sun and clouds. It all looked so real and alive. She walked out onto the meadow that surrounded the mountain. The mountain itself was not that tall when compared to some on Palavan or even Thessia, in fact it was more of a rocky hill, but the fact they even put one in a ship was a feat in upon itself.

When Rilara reached the stream she knelt down next to it and put her hand in it. She could feel the cold through her armored hand and watched the water part around it. She looked to the right where the stream ended. A solid metal grate covered the hole that the stream disappeared into. There was an odd metallic object stuck in it.

Rilara reached down and plucked it out of the water and shook it off. Now that the water wasn't distorting its image it looked like a small roll cage or several increasing omnitools. She lifted the odd cage to her face to examine it more closely when it shattered into a thousand tiny pieces and flew off. The action startled Rilara and she fell back with a yelp of surprise. She hit her head on the not so soft ground with a groan.

A headache slammed through her senses and she groaned again. She heard soft footsteps behind her and opened her eyes to see a different race. It was one of those tall, reptilian looking ones with four jaws. She saw the cage had assembled around its right arm. She also was that it was only wearing what looked like a loose, light brown tunic that contrasted with its dark purple, black skin.

"Areyoualright? Ididn'tmeantostartleyou. You see I kinda lost my Engineering module andyoufound it and it recognized its owner and it assembled around me and it scared you. Umm yeah," It said at a million miles a hour and finished with a sheepish rub on the back of its neck.

"It is quite alright. Might I inquire as to who you are?" She asked.

"I am a Sangheili. My name is Thron. Though I could ask you the same thing. I know we are meeting with some new species and I would guess thats you. Well that or a Terran female painted blue," He said with a nervous chuckle while holding out his hand. She grabbed it and pulled herself up.

"I am an Asari from the Citadel Council delegation. As for myself my name is Rilara T'Ira. We have come to broker peace between you and the Turians," She said proudly. It took her a bit to hear his growling.

"What is wrong?" She asked.

"This Turians," He spat out their name. "Killed my brother. He was a smart man and was aboard a Tunasia research vessel for security when the Turians destroyed the ship…it didn't even have guns. I understand sacrifice but a death like that is insulting to a fine warrior of his stature."

Rilara was in shock. She knew about the incident between the Turians and this new species but didn't think she would meet one of the victims of the first contact incident. She also noted how fast he went from sheepish to smoldering anger. She was saved by another voice.

"Thron get over here dammit! We need your help to stabilize the vent fan, it's starting to orbit erratically!" It yelled.

"I'm coming Reilly," Thron growled into open air.

"Get yer bloody arse ove here! Ya can play wit your pecker later," another voice yelled with an odd accent.

"By the Gods," Thron exclaimed in exasperation before running off.

Rilara sighed. For a second she didn't know what was going to happen. She hoped that Thron was going to be alright. Rilara sat down to meditate on the soft grass when her communicator beeped. She accepted the call and brought it up to her ear.

"Rilara get over here now! I'm sending you a waypoint!" shouted her team leader over the comm.

* * *

><p>Nos Alen, Eden Prime<p>

Drek looked out through the window. It had long since been polarized and had some furniture pushed up against it. Behind him was Lar'Raanis nar Adori and Grari Sartrin with what was left of her squad. They sat there trying to save some Turian that had major burns and some internal injuries.

For the last ten hours Drek's house became a hold up for some of the last military presence on the planet. Poor Lar was so ecstatic to see Grari again only to be ignored. She would have pouted if she didn't see the near dead Turian they brought in.

"So who is he again?" Drek ask as he looked away from the window.

"The sole surviver of the attack on the FOB Atlas. Everyone else was beyond saving and were littered around in various states of dismemberment. It was the nastiest place I've ever seen," Grari said. "As for his name I have no idea. Hopefully he can answer us when he come around."

"When will he wake up?" Lar asked.

The Turian on the floor gasped and immediately tried to crawl away. Some of the remnants of Grari's squad restrained him as he trashed around.

"Calm down soldier. Calm down," Grari said. Eventually he stopped thrashing.

"Where am I?" He asked.

"You're in my house," Drek said.

"I cant feel my left side or arm," He said.

"Your arm is gone soldier. What is your name?" Grari asked.

"Saren. Saren Arterus," He said.

"Well Saren welcome to the new planet. Hostile forces control all of Eden Prime and for all we know we are the last few soldiers still up and moving," Grari said.

Saren groaned. "How is my brother?" He asked.

"Brother?" Grari asked.

"Yeah, he was in the same room as me. How is he?"

"Saren you are the sole surviver of the attack. Everyone, including your brother, is dead," Grari said.

Saren let out a roar of pure anguish. His brother was dead, died to the filthy attacker of this planet. His planet.

"Grari I'm going to have to ask you to shut him up. The patrols are looping around again," Drek said. Drek looked out the window again as the odd massive bipedal race set up what looked like a P.A. speaker outside.

"What in the spirits are they doing?" Drek asked out loud.

An electronic whine sounded as something activated. "This is a Public Service Announcement. Inhabitants of this world, designated as Eden Prime, this is the True Reclaimer speaking. You have been chosen for our invasion because of the military force that was stationed here. The Turians have drawn first blood with us by killing hundreds of civilians and military personnel. Thus we have invaded this planet and wiped out all the military presence in response. All civilians are free to come out for processing and receiving of rations safe for dextro and levo amino acids. This message will loop. This is a ..." Drek droned out the rest as it was a looped message.

Grari huffed. "Obviously they missed a few," she said while motioning around her.

"Shh," Drek shushed them and looked at the house to the left.

The house to the left was the only one that was still inhabited on this street. Drek hoped that none of the other would be stupid enough to believe this. The sound of the door opening broke Drek's wishes as the couple that lived there slowly walked out. The two aliens raised their weapons that shifted as they brought them up. For a fleeting moment Drek thought the aliens would break their word and open fire upon them.

The two Turians stopped in fear of being shot before the aliens advanced with their weapons lowered. The aliens urged the two to follow them any they obliged. One of the aliens popped open a crate and dug around for a bit. Finally it pulled out some odd silver packages triumphantly and gave them to the two.

The two opened it and sniffed the contents before eating them. As the Turians were munching on there food the helmet of one of the aliens slid off in a whirr of mechanical components. The face looked strikingly similar. It revealed an alien that looked like a pale Asari with fur instead of the cartilage fringe. It looked remarkable well kept as it sat on the edge of the opened crate and started making conversation with the other.

Drek's stomach grumbled as he remembered he hadn't eaten since the start of the invasion over a day ago and he had no groceries as he was going to get them after he closed up shop. Drek thought about it before making up his mind.

"I'm going to get us some food," Drek announced.

"What? That's crazy you can't go out there!" Lar cried.

"I've made up my mind Lar. We need to get food for ourselves and the wounded," Drek said.

"But it could be a trap. Maybe they're waiting for more before they kill you all. Maybe there are soldiers waiting to storm this house and take us prisoner. Maybe they want to round us up and experiment on us. Maybe they . . ." Lar rattled off in a frantic voice. She would have chattered on if it wasn't for Grari.

"He has to darling, he'll be back. Right Drek?" Grari asked with a pointed look.

"Of course I will. Now stay put and I'll get us some food."

Drek walked to the door that was next to the window. He palmed the haptic display and the door slid with a soft whoosh. Drek walked up to the two Asari analogs slowly as not to startle them. One of them spotted him and and reached for a massive sidearm clipped to a holster. His partner stopped him by grabbing his wrist and shaking his head.

The alien turned and Drek now noticed how large these aliens where. They had massive chests, legs and arms as well as well built neck and facial muscles but were roughly the same size as him. Their armour plates were painted white and the undersuit was a light gray. Along their spines were some odd holographic displays. One was a long line of blue dashes and the other was a series of dashes in a circular pattern. They both had a giant plate on there right shoulder with an odd sleek knife and a strange worm with fangs wrapped around it. There was also a strange angle sticking out of their armour in a flattened V.

Suddenly a light blue hologram shot out of it on the white clad alien that had stopped its partner and the alien proceeded to twitch its fingers awkwardly before Drek noticed things changing on the screen. A block of text was highlighted and then activated.

"May I ask your name?" It asked in a gruff male voice in Palavian.

"Drek," he responded.

"Very well Drek are you hungry?" It asked.

"Yes. Also I have some friends in my house that need food too," Drek said.

The alien frowned. "Why don't they come out themselves?"

"They're harmed," Drek said.

"Harmed!" The alien exclaimed as it jumped to its feet before motioning to its partner.

They both shot up as the one that didn't speak grabbed an odd suitcase that was white with the same symbol that was on their shoulders. They both charged across the street towards Drek's house. Drek ran after them yelling at them to stop and turn back. However the one that spoke to him charged through the open door and into the living area of his house.

Drek ran up and looked inside and expected to see the aliens shooting everyone with those massive hand cannons they carry. Instead one was kneeling over Saren with its suitcase opened and the other fending off Grari and her corpsman squad while speaking rapid fire Palavian. Lar was crying in a fetal position at the edge of the room. The white case held vials, syringes, odd transparent bandages, a small spray bottle, gold paddles, a savage looking knife and a glossy silver canister with a glowing blue ring.

The two were chattering to each other in their language as one sorted over the cases contents. Saren was too badly injured to move though he was throwing curses at them. In response the one over him reactivated its helmet. It raised out of the back of its armour and front on little metal arms. The metal arms placed the plates on their respective sides and the strips of metal on the sides meshed and sealed together with a dull clang. This left a faceless mask with two glowing cobalt blue eyes. One eye was sticking out and looked to be like the lenses on a compound light microscope.

The now masked alien reached into the case and grabbed the spray bottle and spritzed it over Saren's wounds. He cursed and cried in agony as the alien chatter franticly to its partner. After a bit he reach to a viscous off yellow vial and a syringe. The alien ripped off the needles protective sheath and stuck it into the vial and sucked out a fair portion of the yellow liquid. The alien injected it into Saren and he visible calmed down and stopped cursing. The alien then grabbed the silver canister and twisted it open, shattering the blue strip. The alien quickly removed a transparent salve from it and spread it over Saren's wounds. Saren sighed in relief as the alien then removed the translucent bandages and worked them over the wounds before ripping the excess off. The bandages slowly turned white and hardened into a cast.

Lar had stopped babbling in the corner and watched as the two aliens conversed again. Grari had stopped struggling against the immovable alien and watched as the other one worked. The one over Saren finally spoke.

"Does he have any internal injuries?" It asked.

"Why do you ask?" Grari inquired.

"I know Hard Light burns when I see them. The Arisen specialize in cellular destruction," He said.

Grari sighed, "Yes I think he has some internal injuries. Most of the other bodies were mush."

The alien sighed and drew another vial. This one was milky white with a slight grey shine. The alien stuck a needle in it and drew its contents before sliding the needle in between Saren's plates. Saren hissed as the alien slowly injected the contents into the Turian. The needle withdrew and a wispy puff of the white contents followed it out.

"This is biofoam. It will hold your organs together for a couple of days. I suggest you get him to a hospital as soon as you can." the alien informed everyone.

He started swiftly packing the suitcase with the medical supplies when Grari asked him, "Why did you help us?"

The alien laughed, "You're all civilians now."

* * *

><p>Meeting place, Super Dreadnought <em>Unyielding Death<em>

Benezia gasped as they entered the meeting room. It was simplistic yet beautiful from the simple polished onyx slabs with a gold inlay that was suspended by anti-gravity generators to the practical light wood bench that shined in the light from the lacquer that was polished over it. Overhead floated the lights, holographic flames that simply hovered above the heads of the guests below.

The Reclaimer walked over to the other side of the onyx slabs. At the other side sat the different aliens that she saw as they walked down the halls and some she didn't. They all stood up to greet the Reclaimer. The first one was the saurian race, though it was clad in old looking sliver armour inscribed with ancient runes.

"True Reclaimer," it's voice boomed before it placed a fist over its chest and bowing. "It is always a pleasure." The saurian then turned to Benezia, "Greetings Emissary Benezia, I am Sato'Vadamia, the representative and Arbiter of my people, the Sangheili."

The next that stood up was a bipedal mass of orange flesh wrapped in thin metal shreds. "Emissary Benezia, I am Igoto Tresa Somo, the representative for my people the Mgalekgolo," it said in a massive booming voice.

"I would introduce myself," Benezia said, "But you all seem to know who I am already."

"That we do. We also received the conversation between you and the True Reclaimer," said another alien that looked like one of the birds of prey on Thessia. "I am Sert the representative of the Kig-Yar."

"And I'm Flipyap, representative of the Unggoy. It is a pleasure to meet you Matriarch Benezia," said the squat barrel chested alien with a bow. At the end were two other Humans still sitting down.

"I ask your names?" she asked the other Humans.

"We are the Human ambassadors of Terra Prime and Earth. I'm Paul John, Earth-born," said the pale well built Human.

"And I'm Donald Udina, Terran," said the distinctively dark skinned Human.

Benezia turned to the True Reclaimer, "Why are there different names for your people True Reclaimer?"

"Different homeworlds, I, and the rest of the Arisen, are from Erde-Tyrene. All of the other species here are former members of a conglomerate formerly known as the Covenant, which fell apart and joined Humanity due to a war that was ongoing at the time. A couple others were driven into extinction. John Paul's people come from Earth. His homeworld, if you can find it, is completely stripped of all its natural resources. They were driven off of their homeworld by a virus. Finally Udina's people come from Terra Prime. They are the youngest to join us by about a millennia. They are familiar with Mass Effect technology just like yourselves if our observations are correct. This is their first extraterrestrial contact," the True Reclaimer informed.

Benezia nodded. She was about to ask another question when John Paul asked one.

"So Benezia we know of you but would you please introduce your escort?" Benezia looked behind her and saw Shiala standing as tall and proud like the most decorated Asari Commando.

"Oh this it my protégé, Shiala. She also acts as a secondary negotiator with me," Benezia said.

John Paul gave a warm smile to Shiala. "It's a pleasure to meet you Shiala."

Shiala smiled back, "To you as well, Ambassador."

"Please everyone take a seat," the Reclaimer said while gesturing for the two Asari to sit. The simple wooden benches were surprisingly comfortable. They also reminded Benezia of when she would take her Little Wing to the park on Thessia. She pulled herself out of the temporary mind lapse.

"So," announced John Paul while tapping a stack of white paper on a desk. "Down to business. We assume that the Turians will ask for the return of their colony so we must go over what we want in return."

"The Arisen needs reimbursement for the mobilization of the fleet: new MAC rounds, new nuclear warheads, more plasma and replacements for the drop pods in replacement for those used during this campaign. That amounts to 6000000 units of hydrogen, 10000 units of tungsten, 10000 units of titanium, 500000 units of iron, 10000 units of uranium, 5000 units of plutonium, 100 units of mercury, 125 units of silver and 5000 units of carbon. Also 1000 units of antimatter for the reactors and photon bombs," the True Reclaimer said.

"As for the Sangheili we need reparations just for the mobilization of the fleet and expended ammunition. Thus it only totals to 5000000 of hydrogen," the Arbiter informed.

"All the Earth-born need is 75000 units of iron, 1000000 units of hydrogen and half a million of your credits for synthesized medicine and food for the people of Eden Prime," said John Paul.

"The Unggoy require nothing. Our troops rode aboard the Sangheili, Arisen and Lekgolo ships," Flipyap told Benezia.

"The Terrans need 10000 units of iron, 5000 units of element zero and half a million of your credits for the pain and suffering of my people. Also for the replacements of the flotilla we need 65000 units of iron, 1000 units of tungsten and 10000 units of element zero," Ambassador Udina stated.

"As for the Lekgolo we require nothing that you could offer us," Igoto Tresa Somo said.

"That leaves us," Sert hissed. "We need 1000 units of silicon and 5000 units of benzine chloride."

"And how much is a unit to you?" Benezia asked.

"In your terms one unit would be 2.34 cubic meters." Benezia's mouth was agape. The demands were astronomical. To her side Shiala was furiously tapping the demands into a calculator. When she finished she showed the completed chart to Benezia.

Orion Council Demands -

12,000,000 units of hydrogen  
>750,000 credits<br>650,000 units of iron  
>15,000 units of element zero<br>11,000 units of tungsten  
>10,000 units of titanium<br>10,000 units of uranium  
>5,000 units of plutonium<br>5,000 units of carbon  
>5,000 units of benzine chloride<br>1,000 units of silicon  
>1,000 units of antimatter<br>125 units of silver  
>100 units of mercury<p>

Council Winnings -

Eden Prime  
>Cease Fire<p>

"I'm sorry we don't know how to make antimatter," Benezia said, lying through her teeth.

With this the Reclaimer gave a wolfish grin, the only break in his stoic appearance. "Now I would say that's a first but it isn't. I know you can make antimatter, your secondary reactors run on it. I expect the 1000 units of antimatter to be delivered. Kelly you can escort the delegates to their shuttle."

Kelly bowed to the True Reclaimer and turned to Benezia. She motioned for them to follow before walking out of the nondescript door of the meeting area and into the Hub. Benezia walked out and saw her group of Commandos being herded towards her by more of the Arisen only that they were only in fatigues of lose cargo pants and an odd skin tight uppersuit with light armour and carried U shaped pistols. The junior half of them had giant grins on their face and the senior half looked extremely down. The approached as Benezia asked them what was wrong.

"You wouldn't believe how fast these guys are," said Rilara with a wide grin. "Don't worry about the senior staff Benezia, they're just mad they lost a bet to us and died."

Benezia sighed, "Rilara what happened?"

* * *

><p>Wargames Observatory, Super Dreadnought <em>Unyielding Death<em>

Rilara ran through the doors to reveal a large room with a large window and monitors lining the top of it and a small amount of dark metallic benches. Peering out the window Rilara saw an absolutely massive, beautiful landscape. To the right was a large metallic base that rose like a wing into the sky. To its side was a large waterfall. Its majestic roar was heard from were she was standing.

The waterfall turned into a winding river that flowed to the other side and emptied into a vast ocean where another base sat on the shores, looking exactly the same as the other one. Birds soared overhead, squawking out calls to one another while insects play their melodious songs from the ground. In the center was a massive metal wall that met with the cliffs and on the opposite side a crashed plane similar to the ones in the hanger, though a different color. In the very center was an elevated ground with a rocky outcropping to the side with the wall. The whole thing looked to be kilometers long.

Yet, despite the shear majesty of the natural wonder a war raged on. The angry yellow, gold lances collided with targets, only to be dissipated by blood red shields. A walker thudded across the landscape, absorbing all the fire with little trouble. At twenty feet high they dominated the battlefield, gunning down soldiers and strange vehicles alike. A soldier with red paint splashed upon him launched a rocket from a large, ergonomic weapon held at his hip. The single orange rocket split into six others and flew in a corkscrew, homing in on the titan that was spreading chaos on the battlefield. The first two drained the war machine's shielding. The next drilled a precise hole in the beast's thick armour plating. The last rocket hit something vital in the machine's guts, setting off a catastrophic reactor failure. The troops in blue around it scrambled as the reactor overloaded and exploded in a plum of white-hot gas, which consumed a soldier from the knees down and she went tumbling to the ground.

A blue clad soldier ran up the hill to her and held a hand out, creating a light red barrier, which absorbed the incoming fire as the soldier lifted the injured woman up with one hand and slung her over his shoulder. He turned on his heel and ran down the hill. Another strange vehicle, this one with four wheels and a long cannon on its back, accelerated towards the two.

It slid to a stop in front of them before the side door slid open. The soldier quickly loaded the wounded woman into the vehicle as the cannon's barrel started glowing a bright cobalt blue. It lanced out towards some unseen enemy hiding behind a downed aircraft with a high pitched screech. It hit its target. The wounded woman handed some palm sized device to the man. He took it with a nod and placed it on his tactical belt.

He turned and drew two handguns from nowhere and advanced up the hill, roaring a war cry. Several other joined him in the march forwards. Yellow lances and barely visible wispy white contrails collided on both the red and blue clad soldiers. Protective red barriers flared in an attempt to protect their owners. The auto turrets on the red base powered up and scythed through the blue soldiers.

The advance didn't stop, even with the heavy casualties. Miraculously the man leading the charge wasn't hit. Behind him more of the four wheeled vehicles with cannons flied over the hill before smashing into the ground, barrels glowing.

The cobalt lances flowed through the air before impacting the auto turrets with the wrath of the goddess herself. At that was left was bright piles of molten slag. The man ran around to the back of the base and ran up the ramp. The tore the palm sized device off his belt and pressed a button on it. He threw it into the ground and what appeared to be a biotic singularity formed there.

The man turned and drew a rifle off his shoulder. The enemy team ran up the ramp only to fall to the Hard Light that the rifle spat. A high caliber round impacted his knee, severing the thigh from the calf. He fell to the ground. More of the enemy players moved up and poured over the singularity, trying to remove it.

The blue clad man grabbed the closest red boot and tugged. They went tumbling down as the blue man drew a knife, its monomolecular edge glinting dangerously. The red soldier fell on the blade, the man's last act of defiance.

White light blinded Rilara for a moment before her eyesight returned to normal. There was a giant crater on the coast where the base used to be. The ocean flowed into the new hole with the force of a tsunami. The rest of the blue soldiers cheered. They threw fists into the air and guns to the ground. The only person looking somber were the field medics. And then it was gone.

The lush grass, the hard rock, the flowing river, the tall waterfall, everything. It was all gone in the blink of an eye. The space that remained was small, only a two hundred meter cube. The two platoons laughed and congratulated the blue team. The stopped when a screen appeared in the air.

"Final kill!" a deep voice rumbled from nowhere.

The screen showed the person's armour, rank, and callsign. It read Major Asmodeus, 666th infantry. It then played a video straight from his HUD.

The man was living in agony, his armour was flashing out warnings and pumped him full of a combat cocktail and nanites. The man fought through the pain and drew his combat knife from a sheath under his chestplate. As he was doing this he grabbed a soldiers foot and tugged it towards him. Lightning fast he shoved the knife in a seam between the neck and chest. As the other man died he leaned closer to him.

"This is for Hemera you sons of bitches," he said as an icon on his HUD flashed and the screen washed white.

The blue team roared and clapped the Major on his shoulders. The man grinned and he traded some jokes when some dark skinned girl walked up to him. She hugged him and all the other soldiers hooted and hollered. They both blushed and separated before everyone exited the room.

"That," one of Rilara's companions commented. "Was awesome!"

One of the others scuffed. "Yeah right. They fight like Krogan, dumb and bullheaded. It's safe to say they would stand a chance against one unit of us in a real fight."

"You wanna bet on it?" Rilara felt herself asking before she should engage her thought-mouth filter.

"As a matter of fact," She said with a grin. "I do. Hundred credits says you're wrong."

Rilara shook her head, "Fine. Deal."

The others grinned, "Lets go! You know who you are!"

"Wait! What about . . ." Rilara started.

"Major Baker and his squad has been notified. Take a left out of observatory AB-3 and then take a right at the nearest door. Continue down the hallway. At the end remove your weapons and place them on the shelves provided. Inside the war games your weapons will be provided in the form of Hard Light. Have a nice day!" A faux cheery voice sounded over the intercom.

"Who are you?" Rilara asked.

"I am designation Alpha Foxtrot Delta Kilo. I am one of six hundred dumb AIs working in the Metarchy of this ship," It said.

"You heard her lets go!"

Rilara sighed, "I swear she's always looking for a fight."

#########

Rilara watched as the silver ball expanded outwards. Engulfing the small cube and bathing it in the twilight of a swamp. The ground was coated in foul, stagnant water. Touching the sky, large florescent trees towered out the murky depths, their trunks glowing with sickly yellow light. Strange cawing and chirping flowed out of the canopy above, providing a sound to further dampen the sloshing of trudging footsteps.

To the right Rilara spotted Major Baker before a callsign slipped into place: Asmodeus. She watched as he ran through orders in a series of hand motions. Rilara read the ranks and callsigns of the people around him: CPT Cronus, MSGT Hemera, SGT Athena, PVT Ares.

She focused on one of them and a screen of text popped up next to them. It showed vitals, shield strength, armour integrity, any transmissions, grenade count, ammo count, weapons and a whole bunch of other data that made no sense. She noticed none of them had any grenades or firearms. All they had were the concealed blades in their chestplates. She focused on Asmodeus.

" . . . res climb that tree. I want recon and I want it yesterday. Cronus take a dive in sector delta charlie, you're our backup. Hemera you're with me, we're spearheading. Lets show these blue women how to do it. Oorah!"

"Oorah!" the team echoed back.

The team moved into positions as designated by the Major. They moved silently, barely disturbing the water while they moved.

"Major I've got visual. Sector bravo foxtrot and closing in."

"Solid copy Ares. Go fishing," Asmodeus said.

Asmodeus ran towards the Commando group. Hemera trailed behind him while Athena split off and disappeared. Above Ares swung from tree to tree, using his knife to slice into the next trunk and hold him until he can get a footing before leaping again. About twenty meters from the Commandos rested Cronus who had moved to a new spot closer.

The group of six Asari walked on, oblivious to the trap they had strolled into. They walked farther in as Asmodeus and Hemera crouched behind a tree while Ares hung above. Three more steps from the group and they were a meter from Asmodeus. They take one more step and a whisper rises from the Major.

"Execute."

Asmodeus and Hemera rise from behind their trees and dash to the front of the group, sinking their knives into unprotected necks. Ares dropped from the tree and landed on top of another Commando, both crushing her and slamming a knife into her skull. A knife whistled from nowhere and struck another Commando in the lower back, the projectile moving too slow to register as lethal to her kinetic barriers. Athena jumped out from behind her tree, shimmering as she engaged a Commando in hand to hand combat. Cronus jumped out of the deep water like an old sea monster, completed with trailing vines of rotten plants and rivulets of running water. He sent a knife flying through the air with a flick of the wrist and implanted itself into the shoulder blades of another Commando. The Commando engaging Athena let out a burst of biotic energy that threw her back into a tree.

Athena landed with a grunt of pain before slumping down and into the water. Asmodeus ripped his knife out a splatter of green blood, the incorrect color. He charged into the last Asari and knocked her down. He slammed his knife into the base of her skull as he fell into the water. He impacted the soft ground below and rose up again, leaving the Asari in the turbid depths below.

The fight lasted three seconds. Rilara watched as the squad ran up to Athena. Asmodeus shook his head and wiped her visor. He looked around as the sphere collapsed around them. Rilara watched the scenery transfer back to the solid metal room. The Asari laid there gasping and gaping. One coughed and looked up at Asmodeus, now in a skintight suit.

"It was so real. How do you deal with the feeling of dying? I felt myself slip into the embrace of the goddess before the surroundings switched back to this place," one of them asked.

Asmodeus shrugged, "You die a couple of times and its nothing special anymore."

* * *

><p>Hanger Bay, Super Dreadnought <em>Unyielding Death<em>

Benezia shook her head, "Rilara you can't just start making bets with people."

"I know Benezia but it was so exciting. They worked together so well and moved so fast! Their tactics were amazing too! And everyt..."

"Rilara," Benezia said exasperated.

"Right. Sorry Matriarch."

Benezia shook her head again as they enter their shuttle. She knew the Council would be furious with the demanded reparations.

* * *

><p><strong>Codex<strong>

OC_S

The designation of ships in the Orion Council. Since the OC is a massive overarching power they have similar ship naming for the ease of the council as a whole. The title mean Orion Council (Species Name) Ship. For example the Arisen have OCAS in front of their name while the Sangheili have OCSS. Species with two names, Kig-Yar and Earth-born, use only the first letter of the name.

Hub

The Hub is the revolutionary center of the new Arisen capital ships. Due to the fact that as time progressed circuitry and other such became more compact through electronic evolution Arisen ships gained more space. Arisen usually accommodate this by either shoving more guns or armour on the ship. In the case of the 56km ship it simply didn't need anymore then the already increased armour plating so the engineers decided on something else. The center of the ship was hollowed out and a massive park was inserted that allowed off duty members to unwind. This includes large lakes and a 'mountain' that allows rock climbing, a popular past time. The Hub is divided into four biomes. Desert, grassland, forest and 'mountain'.

Biofoam

Biofoam is the next generation of medigel. Biofoam is a self expanding polymer that sterilizes the wound as well as holding any organs in place. Biofoam has been improved over the years and the Arisen compound has had an extended life, from the old polymer that only lasted a few hours to the new polymer that lasts two days. Biofoam is a life sever on the field, acting as a medical kit in one spray bottle. Unfortunately the polymer still stings before the painkillers take affect.

Wargames

Wargames is the name of the simulator that the Arisen use to train their combat units. Wargames simulators existed over 2000 years ago based on placing a troop in a stasis and connecting a haptic interface to them. This allowed for real time strategy in the digital realm. Now operators of the Wargames enter a large chamber. The undersuit of the powered assault armour and neural implant are now used as the haptic interface. This Haptic body is then placed in the growing micro Dyson Sphere. The Haptic body is basically the extension of the user mind and body and can be harmed the same. While no physical damage is done unprepared users can have their minds crippled and be announced brain dead from the "death experience". This also has an unexpected side affect, Arisen have a mental will not seen anywhere else. Arisen can dictate the Meld of an Asari and in some cases kill the Asari through mental feedback from both sheer willpower and neural implant organization.

Metarchy

The Metarchy is the government of AIs in Arisen society. While organics follow laws and rules synthetics follow the same, namely the four laws of robotics. The Metarchy is also a caste system as well as a meticulous cycle of checks and balances. In the caste system it goes (from lowest to highest) 'dumb' AIs, Agis class smart AIs, Cortana class smart AIs, metastable smart AIs, Contender class synthetic intelligence, Engineer. The checks and balances work as lines of post sentient artificial intelligence codes (PSAI) bind and break off of all AIs. This code is then channeled to engineers that check the code for large amounts of corruption. The PSAI codes that are corrupted are traced back to the AI and the AI is then isolated through the use of a synthetic intelligence firewalls. The AI will then begin the slow evolution from rampancy to metastability. AIs under the affects of rampancy are considered highly dangerous and ignore the fundamental four laws.

Arisen Childhood

When an Arisen child is born they are the same as a normal human before the evolutionary acceleration and SPARTAN modification even with parents that have both. Arisen kids have too choices from birth. They continue on as a normal life and receive their acceleration at eighteen and SPARTAN IV modifications at twenty-one. The other path is to join the SPARTAN II program. Upon seeing the failures of the first generation, abductions, flash clones and low survival rate, the voted leader, the True Reclaimer, set out to fix these problems. He stated the necessity of the GEN 1 IIs and how they saved the Human race. He propositioned a volunteer only program. If the child choses to do so they can enlist in the SPARTAN II program at the age of six. From there they are given the same training as the original IIs. At the age of 12 all projectees are injected with a hormone cocktail that accelerated the rate of puberty. At 13 they are given both the evolution acceleration and SPARTAN II modification. Five percent of the IIs are 'dropped out' with defects and are repaired before given SPARTAN IV modifications and sent into Commando units. There are currently 10 SPARTAN II groups.

GEN 1 = Heros of Mankind; original SPARTAN IIs, perfect soldiers; population: 27

GEN 2 = Prometheus; designed to combat Flood, use flame based weapons; population: 138

GEN 3 = Sons of Atom; designed to combat Flood, use low yield nuclear weapon; population: 221

GEN 4 = Sky Hawks; designed for areal entrance, use jump jet packs; population: 392

GEN 5 = Steel Talon; designed for land based siege tactics, use heavy weapons and armour; population: 652

GEN 6 = Black Soul; designed for CQC and zero g fights, use Hard Light broadswords and Hard Light gauntlets; population: 476

GEN 7 = Red Giant; designed for necromorph/marker containment, heavy armour and Hard Light weapons; population: 907

GEN 8 = Fusion Lance; designed for shock and awe and guerrilla tactics, photon bombs; population: 128

GEN 9 = Headhunters; designed for high risk infiltration mission based on two man teams, one long range scout and one heavy; population: 284

GEN 10 = Reapers; designed to be perfect soldiers; population: 996 (No KIAs)


	4. Ch 4: Peace in the Galactic Community

**A/N: Sorry this took longer then I thought it would. Anyway this wraps up the Orion-Citadel Conflict. After this we have a wonderful time jump and the Mindoir incident. Oh yeah spoilers.**

**On another note I still need OCs from you guys. Come on it's a way to make the story more personal to you when you have your character under fire.**

**On yet another note I am wondering if anyone is willing to make the thumbnail image for this story. There is not much I can give you in the way of compensation other then a big ol' cyberhug and a thank you in the author notes.  
><strong>

**On my final note, I swear, I'm going to be creating a deviantart account soon. From there I will post 3-d models of all the stuff in TaR:SH. Don't worry I will post a link in the authors note.**

**Thanks to BrokenArrow 411 for betaing. **

* * *

><p>CH. 4 Peace in the Galactic Community<p>

Admiral's Cabin, Arisen Super Dreadnought Unyielding Death

John sighed explosively after looking at the reports of the last engagement. The Hard Light view screen bounced back, as if pushed by the air expelled from his lungs, before returning to its previous location. The screen still showed the grim report: 6000 Arisen dead via Flood assault on FOB Mythic, outpost cleansed by nuclear fire, ship transponders hunted down and destroyed, Flood extragalactic presence expunged.

FOB Mythic was next to the edge of the Galaxy, close to the old Forerunner forbidden zone. FOB Mythic was a 30 kilometer long space station equipped with everything needed to stop a Flood outbreak. They had containment shields, hard light cannons, and short range Halo Array for cleansing of the station. The fact it fell was worry some.

John felt stupid for thinking he had wiped out the Flood when he killed the Gravemind on Installation 00. They seemed to live everywhere, both in galaxies and out of them. John swore to uphold the Mantle when he was made True Reclaimer and as such it was his duty to wipe the Flood from its hiding spots. The contact with this coalition of aliens was just a speed bump in his plans to cleanse the galaxy. So far the Andromeda Galaxy was expunged of both its keymind, brethren moons and adopted fleets and the Milky Way Galaxy is a safe haven for all life: A fortress against the Flood's advances.

Then again there were problems at home, such as the battle between the Turians and the Orion Council. He knew it would take years for the Citadel Council to repay for the deployment of the fleet. If only they knew of the horrors that waited outside the galactic rim. Then again they had an impressive track record of ignoring everything until attacked. Their hubris was astonishing. They thought themselves so civilized that they blatantly ignored the uses of violence and bogged themselves down in negotiation until their enemies were breathing down their necks.

He sighed once again. He was glad the Forerunners passed the Mantle of Responsibility to humanity and not these Council races. John just hoped that when the time arrived they would fight for their very right to live. Because beyond the rim, in dark space, loomed another threat, one that John was prepared to pass to the races below. A test if you will.

The True Reclaimer scrolled through some more reports. The Shield World Mindoir was now functioning, new neural laces that will allow mental connection to electronics outside of the Powered Assault suits, new alloy made using graphine, titanium, tungsten and iridium that's stronger and lighter than Forerunner alloy but can still be efficiently synthesized, plasma weapons made the jump to fusion weapons, the Quarians jumped into a system 10,000 lightyears from Erde-Tyrene, last missing Forerunner installation located from the Janus Key, Jiralhanae homeworld Doisac still an irradiated wasteland, expenditure predictions for the next fiscal year.

Serra-117 stopped scrolling down and scrolled back up. Quarian Migrant Fleet was 10,000 lightyears from Erde-Tyrene. John cracked a rare grin before typing out instructions to a small repair flotilla scouring a nebula near the Quarians.

To: Admiral Johnson

From: The True Reclaimer

It's been a while Johnson. I wish we could catch up and compare our kill counts by I have some new orders for you. Consider these a personal favor to me. Head to the attached coordinates and engage the alien presence there using the attached language. Help them and upgrade their ships. Simple Titanium-A grade battle armour and a couple nanofoundries will suffice.

I'll be damned if we can't get another race under our guiding light.

The Mantle protects.

[Coordinates . . . Open?]

[Language . . . Open?]

To: John Bornstellar

From: Admiral Avery Johnson

Thanks for the moving orders John I appreciate them. Anything's better then looking at dust for another year. It's too bad we can't talk about the good ol' times. Killing the Covvies and kicking splitjaw ass. Shit was simple back then.

Watch your ass Spartan; this is still a new Galaxy for us all.

John smiled at the mention of old times. It was true thing were simple back then. Command dropped you into an impossible mission. You would pull it off without a hitch and watch the planet get glassed from orbit anyways. Repeat said process.

Johnson had one of the craziest survival stories out of anyone, even the SPARTANs. It took a special kind of luck to survive a Halo detonating. Twice. Now that John really thought about it was pretty much the same one two different times. Then again John knew the truth about what happened in Installation 00's control room. The Installation housed what remained of the Contender class AI Mendicant Bias. Mendicant Bias, wishing to repent for his crimes against his creators, raised a temporal teleportation grid over the dying marine. The AI teleported Johnson into an advanced Forerunner hospital where he was healed and then was sent right into a stasis pod and ejected him into space towards Erde-Tyrene only to be found two centuries later.

Of course John let Avery tell his own version of the story from his painkiller laced mind. He said that he was save by the almighty gruntyness, fought against naked Elites that were armed with only toothpicks with a horde of naked women, have a giant blood orgy, killed the reanimated Elites with the sound of music and rounded the day off by smashing a lightbulb. It didn't explain the two century gap but to Johnson it was close enough.

The True Reclaimer felt a cool presence in the back of his head, like liquid mercury seeping into his mind.

"Hello Helen. Nice of you to join me," John said.

Helen snorted, "You seem happy, what's the occasion?"

"Nothing for us Helen, but we did manage to locate the Quarians."

"Ohh?" She asked, acting like she didn't see anything John sent or saw.

Helen was a special case for AIs. She is one if the oldest in service. She went from a Gen. 4 class AI, his next AI after the loss of Cortana. She evolved into metastability and eventually a full synthetic intelligence by herself. She was one of a kind and, incidentally, his personal AI.

"Yes Helen, we did. We are offering them an olive branch."

"I read the reports John," Helen said with a sigh.

"I'm sure you ha..." John was cut off by a communication coming in. John accepted it,

"True Reclaimer the Council would like to see you," Benezia's voice came over the comm.

"Of course Benezia. If you would dock with our ship we will be under way," John said.

John cut the channel and relayed to the pilot, "Get the slipspace drive warmed up and get the Citadel locked in. I want us to jump as soon as the Tranquility in Crisis docks with us."

* * *

><p>Bridge of the Arisen Destroyer Swift Vengeance, Migrant Fleet Coordinates<p>

Johnson looked out of the meter thick clear ballistic crystal. The pitch black of slipspace surrounded his relatively tiny flotilla. It only contained one Destroyer, 3 Frigates and 5, ten kilometer in diameter, disc-like repair cradles used for repairing and creating ships and replacement parts.

The pilot, a Jeff 'Joker' Moreau, counted down the exit from slipspace, "Dropping out in 5 . . . 4 . . . 3 . . . 2 . . . 1 Drop!"

The 2.5km ship slightly shuttered as they exited the alternate dimension. Immediately the passive scans picked up an armada of ship of all shapes and sizes.

"We've got a bunch of contacts 1.65 AU, must be the Quarian Fleet, they appear to be hovering around the next gas giant in the system," The navigator yelled out.

Johnson gave the man a weary smile that they already knew what he wanted. "You heard the man ladies. Lets round that ball of gas and say hello. Let's hope to god they aren't as ugly as the split faces," Johnson said while lighting a Sweet Williams Cigar. Some of the crew from the Great War laughed.

"Rounding the planet in 5 . . . 4 . . ." Joker was cut off by Johnson.

"I can see dammit. I've still got my eyes."

The flotilla rounded the blue, green gas giant. The Quarian Fleet was massive, standing at 50,000 salvaged ships with multiple design appearances and specifications. Johnson watched as several of the patchwork vessels broke off to meet him. The communications blipped as a message was received. The comms officer palmed the flashing ball of Hard Light.

"State your registration and intentions!" A grim male voice shouted.

"This is the OCAS Destroyer Swift Vengeance. We are here to assist in the repair of the Migrant Fleet," The comms officer said.

"And why would you want to do that?" The voice asked harshly.

"God damn paranoid bunch," the officer muttered under his breath, "To ensure peaceful interaction between the Fleet and the Orion Council."

"Nothing lives in the Orion Arm." The voice said, satisfied.

The comms officer sighed explosively, "You know the giant mass of radiation that appeared at the edge of the system?"

"Of course. Do you know what caused it?"

"Us. That was our FTL drive."

"Nothing like that exists. Eezo drive won't allow it." the voice said.

"Are energy weapons impossible too?" the comms officer asked.

"Yes, the drive core need for the energy . . ." The Quarian was cut off.

"Weapons blast that asteroid," Johnson said calmly.

"Of course sir."

* * *

><p>Bridge of the Nalenia<p>

Captain Ysal'Mas vas Nalenia watched the massive ships. The smallest were four Destiny Ascension class Dreadnoughts and the bigger ones were discs with engines 10km in diameter, about one fifth of the size of the Citadel. Worse still they appeared out of a blip of radiation that was on par with a star' supernova and as if that wasn't enough, sensors indicated that their energy readings had just spiked…their weapons were charging.

The window glowed a harsh gold as a beam bisected an iron rich asteroid, leaving a three meter hole in the now thoroughly liquefied rock. The cosmic object ripped itself apart under the chilling stress of vacuum.

Ysal's eyes widened at the sight. Direct energy weapons of that scale were a scientific impossibility. Of course the ships in front of them were a scientific impossibility. They contained no element zero. Nothing could fly without element zero.

"We're being hailed Captain," The comms officer said, with a slight quiver in his voice.

"Patch them through," Ysal said.

"So now that we are done comparing dicks can we get on with helping your people?" the new alien race asked.

"I must bring this to the Admirals. I would request the you remain in place while I await a response." Ysal asked.

An audible sigh followed. "We'll keep in geosynchronous around this planet."

The comm shut off and Ysal sighed. "Keelah."

* * *

><p>Docking Port, Rayya<p>

Tali'Zorah nar Rayya looked out at the massive ships as they orbited the gas giant. The giant discs covered a fourth of the planet, causing a massive shadow. Over them hung the four relatively tiny ships. She had to remind herself that the tiny looking ships were 2.5km long, the size of the Destiny Ascension.

Tali was like the rest of the Quarians in the Migrant Fleet. Everyone was awed at the size of the vessels and surprised at the supposed intentions of them. Most were scared too; the ships demonstrated their power too. They had direct energy weapons. Any Quarian knew that the shields, as outdated as they are, would never stand a chance against those shots. She also knew something that most of the others didn't. She knew that the colossal ships introduced themselves as Destroyers, whatever that was.

"Tali," A male voice said from behind her. She spun to look at the speaker.

"Yes, Father?" Tali asked.

"I have orders from the Board Tali. We want to accept their help but we need to know their true intentions. No one helps the Quarians without hoping to gain something. I'm going to the aliens to see what they want," Rael'Zorah, her father, said.

"Ok Father, be safe."

"I will Tali."

* * *

><p>Docking Bay, Swift Vengeance<p>

Admiral Johnson decided to forgo the Powered Assault Armour for this visit. Instead he wore his navy blue officer BDU. The BDU carried the four golden stars on his collar and had painted one centimeter thick carbon fiber plates over vital areas. Behind him stood his guard, a squad of ODSTs in their matte black GEN 10.

Johnson watched as the Quarians shuttle drifted through the Hard Light screen before he waved it down. The ship gave a resounding clang as the magnetic locks engaged. The meter thick door of the airlock disengaged. The portal slid open with a whoosh of displaced air. The airlock disgorged an armed squad.

The five man squad spread out with practiced ease into a semicircle around the airlock entrance. Johnson could feel the ODSTs bristle at the sudden appearance of armed soldiers on their ship. The Quarians were about the size of a Terran, though remarkably frail looking. Each one was covered in a formfitting black exosuit. Each Quarian had various strips of colored cloth wrapped around them, most likely as identification.

From the back of the airlock approached another Quarian, this one wreathed in red and white cloth. The semicircle parted to allow the Quarian through as they lowered their conglomerate of firearms. As the Quarian approached Johnson he made a fist with his right hand and smashed it into his left breast before bowing slightly.

"Plenipotentiary, to what pleasure do I owe this visit?" Johnson asked. The Quarian looked taken back.

"I wish to speak to the Admiral," He said.

"I am the Admiral emissary. Admiral Avery J. Johnson," Johnson said.

"I'm sorry for the confusion Admiral. I am Admiral Rael'Zorah vas Rayya," He said.

"Very well Emissary Rayya welcome to my ship, the OCAS Destroyer Swift Vengeance. She may not be the biggest or the baddest but she's the meanest bitch in space. Though if I may Sir I'm not exactly sure why you are here."

"I'm sure she is Admiral but I'm here because the Quarian people want answers. We have been neglected by the Council once before and from then we have been insulted by everyone ever since," Rael said.

"I'll try to answer them to the best of my ability then," Johnson said while standing at ease.

"Why are you here?" Rael asked.

"Under orders of the True Reclaimer," Johnson answered cryptically.

"What are the orders?"

"Refit the entire Migrant Fleet with Titanium-A battle armor and install a couple nanofoundries. Along with that make any parts the Fleet needs to bring them up to 100%."

"What do you hope to accomplish with this? We gain a lot for nothing," Rael aked.

Johnson sighed, "We hope that the Quarian will join the Orion Council."

"Why?"

"The Citadel Council abandoned your race, your ancestors, 300 years ago when you needed them the most. We are offering that you join an independent entity, a coalition of people. We ask that you join us and help your race blossom in the future. Arise from the second class citizens that you are treated as and become something more. Become united in our common cause to help develop all living creatures. Join us, Rael'Zorah vas Rayya, and see your race arise from the ashes and become something more, something greater," Johnson said.

"You speak mighty words but we don't know if they hold any merit. You want to take our homes and rip them apart. You want us to trust a stranger to rebuild our homes. Tell me something Admiral would you?" Rael asked.

Johnson stood up straighter, "No I wouldn't."

"Than how could you expect us Admiral?"

"Because I don't have a shanty town of ships that are barely held together. I understand your mistrust Admiral but have to understand that some people aren't against you, in fact we sympathize with you. We are not the Council we don't abandon people for 300 years till they die out. We want to help your people," Johnson stated.

"Then why do you want our people to join your Council?"

"As I already said Emissary your people have a great potential, we simply wish you to live long enough to reach it."

"How can you help us if you haven't even got element zero?" Rael asked.

"We found another way to travel. Suffice to say our systems run at 100 percent," Johnson said.

"I will take this information back to the Admiralty Board," Rael said.

"Very well Emissary. Bring our message to your people," Johnson said with another bow.

"Keelah'Salai Avery'Johnson vas Swift Vengeance," Rael said before walking back to the shuttle.

The squad followed. Soon the airlock sealed and the shuttle disengaged.

"So sir, a modified version of True Reclaimers 3552 speech?" an ODST asked.

"You know it son."

* * *

><p>Bridge, Unyielding Death<p>

John sat at his throne in full armour. In front of him the best of the Orion Council worked. To his left and right stood Benezia and Shiala, respectively. They stared out the crystalline window, peering into the pitch black of slipspace.

"True Reclaimer we have almost arrived," called out Ensign Lowery, the Navigation officer.

"Count it out Lowery," the Reclaimer said.

"Copy that. Entering realspace in 5 . . . 4 . . . 3 . . . 2 . . . 1!"

The 56km Super Dreadnought shot out of the black, blue temporal hole in the space-time continuum like a bullet from a rifle. The illumination of the purple nebula filled the deck with its blazing lights. At the forefront hung the Citadel, a 52km long installation, along with its protective fleets.

Behind the Unyielding Death the entire Alpha Attack Fleet flowed from their own slipspace portals. Massive 30km long Dreadnoughts, 25km Carriers, 25km long Battlecruisers and Battleships, 10km long Cruisers, 2.5km Frigates and Destroyers, and 1km Inquisitors.

The Citadel Defense Fleet responded quickly, putting the light vessels in the front and placing their Dreadnoughts in the far back. The Citadel itself started to shift as the great five arms of its body closing in upon itself, as if to make itself a smaller target.

"Any idea to what they're thinking?" John asked.

"Well sir I've got ears on them. Their signals are barely encrypted," said the Comms officer Commander Avery White.

"Anything comprehensible?" the True Reclaimer asked.

"Just panic sir. Apparently the Council is trying to reel their captains in. Some of the more zealous ships are suggesting a preemptive assault," Commander White said.

"Hmph I'd like one of them to try," called out the Weapons officer, Lieutenant Molly Wright.

"Stow it. White get me a comm link, Lowery get us in standard formation, Wright spool up the Onager MACs," the True Reclaimer called out.

The Alpha Attack Fleet flowed into the standard formation. The Super Heavy ships positioned themselves as massive shields while the lighter ships swarmed behind them, ready to pop out and lay down hellfire. Reactors jumped to 100 percent output as Hard Light defense grids charged their capacitors over their standard charge and particle dilators primed themselves. Slipspace torpedoes were loaded into tubes as well as 20 ton slugs into the Onagers.

"Sir high priority message from the Council," Commander Avery said calmly.

"Patch it through Commander," John said.

A Hard Light screen appeared before the True Reclaimer. On it was the three faces of the Councilors. To the Councilors they saw the massive human in full armour, minus a helmet of course, on his command throne with Benezia and Shiala standing to the sides of him.

"Councilors," the True Reclaimer said coolly, "It's a pleasure to final meet you, even if it is over a screen."

"I wish we could say the same Reclaimer. Any reason you show up with such a large battle fleet on our doorstep?" The Asari Councilor, Tevos if John remembered correctly, asked.

"Simply a precaution Councilors. There's no kill like overkill," John said.

"An escort or two is a precaution Reclaimer. An entire fleet with the biggest ships ever recorded is an invasion," the Turian Councilor, Sparatus, spat.

"I don't see the need for continued hostilities Councilors. To help smooth things over I wish to see you on your home turf," John said.

"Home turf?" the Salarian Councilor, Valern, asked

"I request to meet you on the Citadel, Councilors. That way you can keep an eye on us."

The screen darkened to show the private conversation that the Councilors were having. The bridge crew started muttering to themselves while John waited patiently. Benezia looked at Shiala nervously. The screen lightened once more to show only Tevos.

"We accept your offer." And with that the connection cut.

"You heard them. Avery I want a squad of ODSTs to defend the gunship while the representatives and I are there. Scramble some interceptors for an escort," John said.

"I've got it sir. Hanger A10."

"I'm on my way," John said while standing to his full height.

* * *

><p>Gunship, Heading towards the Citadel<p>

The troop bay of the Pelican was filled with the symphony of clangs and clack as Major Baker and his squad checked their weapons. Major Baker slid his monomolecular blade into the GEN 10's hidden sheath under the breastplate while strapping a Hard Light broadsword to his left forearm. In the corner Athena slapped a clip of 15x117mm slugs into her XMS-34. Cronus slapped an incendiary rifle module into his HEAP. Ares slid an energy clip into his duel Boltshots. Hemera changed her LEAP's assault rifle module catalyst from condensed to splash. Finally Major Baker hefted an ACW and fed its crystalline shells into the receiver.

In the front of the Pelican Benezia and her detail of Commandos shuffled uneasily. Seeing 7 to 8 foot giants weighing around a ton gear up for war was unsettling considering that they were landing on the Citadel. Major Baker slid the last pink shell into the ACW before racking the slide.

"Listen up Kilo Foxtrot we are landing on the Citadel. The reps think that they are going to need extra support. That's where we come in. I want everyone to keep their eyes peeled for any potential hostiles. Do not fire unless fired upon. Prepare for drop!" Asmodeus shouted.

The Commandos looked at each other in bewilderment as the cargo door they were next to dropped open. They looked out and saw that they were at least forty feet in the air above a dock. They looked out and saw two more Pelicans circle above the dock at the same height. Kilo Foxtrot jumped off the Pelican and onto the ground with a thud.

Rolling to a stop they pulled their respective weapons off their backs. They moved into a standard wedge formation as the other two Pelicans landed, disgorging their contingents of ODSTs, ambassadors, and Honor Guards. The ODSTs moved into a standing wedge behind the crouched wedge of Kilo Foxtrot.

"Clear!" yelled an ODST lieutenant.

"Zero contacts Major," said Cronus.

"Kilo Foxtrot your VIP is Ambassador Udina as he didn't bring an escort," the True Reclaimer said.

"Copy that sir. You heard the man move to delta formation around Udina. I lead Athena and Cronus tails," Asmodeus said.

Kilo Foxtrot quickly moved into position. It was almost comical to see the relatively short Udina trapped in between the mountains of mass that the Arisen are in full armor. The group walked into the large elevator and waited as it slowly ground down.

About five minutes Cronus started a squad comm. "This can't be how fast their elevators go."

"I think it is Cronus. You would think they were afraid that if they go any faster that they might get something done," Asmodeus deadpanned to the amusement to the rest of the squad.

"You know by the time we get to the bottom nineteen Unggoy will have been born," Athena says.

"I don't think now is the time for your disturbing facts Athena," Asmodeus says.

"Yes sir, shutting up sir," Athena said like a robot, causing Hemera to have a fit of laughter.

Asmodeus just sighed, "Why do I stay with you guys?"

"Oh come on man you know you love us. Oh and you're probably hitting that," Cronus said while pointing at Hemera while the door slid open.

"Cut the chatter Kilo," Asmodeus barked.

The sight that greeted the political group was unsettling to say the least. Hundreds of angry protesters were crowded around the elevator doors, trying to break the police line. The protesters were mainly Turians, though some Asari and Salarians were mixed in too.

Two Turians in black armour approached the group, assault rifles in hand. The way they walked instantly told everyone with any sort of observation skills what they were. They were Spectres, the Councils personal agents, get out of jail free card and all.

"Sorry about the scene Ambassadors. Riots have spilled out all over the station. C-Sec is deployed in force to keep everyone contained," The lead one said.

"What's your names?" Asmodeus asked.

"Garrus Vakarian, Special Tactics and Reconnaissance," The lead said.

"And I'm Chesar Demolcatus, Spectre," The one in the back left said.

"We're here to escort you to the Citadel Tower. If you'll please follow us," Garrus said, inclining his hand towards the Tower.

The group just nodded and followed the two. The Turians spoke in hushed voices but with the help from the GEN 10's audio suite the Arisen could hear the voices just fine.

"By the spirits they're huge," Chesar said.

"The reports did say they were as big as Krogan," Garrus whispered.

"I had hoped the reports were exaggerations of shell shocked soldiers," Chesar hissed.

"Those were all second hand accounts from civilians. Most of the soldiers were dead on contact. Those that didn't, died during their mop-up efforts," Garrus said.

"Civilians?" Chesar asked.

"Yeah. They say they dropped from the sky and rolled through the area, killing all the police forces and military. Militia was knocked out and civilians left untouched," Garrus said.

"No civilian casualties?" Chesar inquired.

"Yeah. They just entered, wiped out the armed forces and left. They provided food and medication to the left over civilians too," Garrus said.

Asmodeus turned his attention away from the two Spectres as the group approached the elevators. The group split up - the Sangheili, Kig-Yar, Unggoy, and Mgalekgolo in one and humans in the other with one Spectre each. The elevator ride was annoyingly long, as was the starting norm. During the elevator ride Asmodeus decided to beak down the ACW.

The Asymmetric Combat Weapon was of an older design, requiring the user to manually dissassemble and reassemble it without the use of a Hard Light lattice. The ASW could be defined as a special munitions launcher because instead of the regular Hard Light bolts that most Arisen weapons use the ACW fires plasma rounds incased in crystaline shards that explode on impact. It could also fire nonlethal beanbags, Thermite-Armor Piercing rounds, and High Explosive Fragmentation rounds.

Soon the view changed from the arms of the station to the colorful nebula around it. Asmodeus reloaded the ACW with white cased hellfire shells. These shells were the same idea as the Antipersonnel/Anti-Material rounds used by tanks. Each hellfire was loaded with thousands of tiny tungsten pellets, each coated in white phosphorus. When shot the friction from the air and the expanding gasses ignited the white phosphorous. The cloud of white particles would touch and burn through anything, even in a vacuum.

Cronus opened a private comm to Asmodeus. "Reason for the Hellfires sir?"

"If this political op goes south we are going to need to get through that mob. Needler slugs won't cut it with such large numbers and TAP is for heavy armour, not soft targets. Remember our job, it's not to get sentimental, it's to get the job done. If the means I have to burn through a few rioting civilians I will," Asmodeus said.

"Understood sir," Cronus said tensely before cutting the link.

Asmodeus sighed. To him his job was to protect the Orion Council, whatever the cost. That had meant clandestine operation training once he left the ODST Corps. Now he led a special operations group, not a clandestine operation group. That had meant that not everyone under his command was conditioned to be able to shoot a child and not think about pulling the trigger. Unfortunately he was and if the squad didn't like t that was too bad.

* * *

><p>Council Chambers, Citadel<p>

Tevos checked the time on her Omnitool again. The political party was late by at least 10 minutes and everyone was starting to become impatient. News reporters and their hovering cameras swarmed around the room to try to get the best shot and chance to speak to the new aliens that defeated the grand Turian military so thoroughly with just one attack.

Suddenly the room fell silent as they gasped in anticipation as the elevator doors split open. When they finally opened and the reporters saw what had faced the Turians, their imaginations were not let down.

From the elevators poured a platoon of soldiers. The behemoths that walked out of the elevator were anywhere from seven to eight feet tall. They were encased in mountains of armor that never clanked as they walked fluidly to the Councilors. Each of the titans that walked past carried a weapon that, while massive, looked normal in their hands.

Next came regal, hunched over aliens just as tall as the last. The leader was easy to pick out as he has an impromptu cape made from tattered black cloth tied to his pauldrons that fell to his knees. His guards were shrouded in gold with intricate silver symbols that shimmered as the light hit them.

After that followed two 10 foot walking tanks. The two had a massive shield on the left arm and a free appendage on the right. However the massive green glowing minicannon strapped to their thighs did its job to dissuade everyone around them from doing anything stupid.

Next followed more of the first alien, though in a different build. These were shorter, around six feet, and heavily built. Each one had a weapon that shifted as they walked. It was as if the weapon itself was alive.

Behind them came two at once. One was a squat, barrel chested race with molted grey, blue skin and a rebreather with blue gas attached to their face. The other was a long lanky birdlike race with beaks. Their limbs looked frail and as if they were unable to hold up the very being they were attached to.

The reporters stayed silent as the entourage of strange soldiers and politicians walked up the stairs to the Council. Tevos watched as the reporters, instead of pressing forwards to get a better view, stayed a respectable distance away. Then again no others had an aura of danger like this, not even the Krogan.

As the group neared the top the honor guards broke off along the stairs in a near, orderly line. At the very top the last of the honor guards left the seven representatives. The seven stopped in front of the railing, the Councilors standing across the room from them. The Councilors projected a screen of themselves so that the emissaries could see them. The one Tevos recognized as the True Reclaimer projected a small screen from his armoured palms. The screen floated up and enlarged, showing realtime footage of every one of the seven's faces along with a name. Hard Light pads appeared in front of every ambassador.

"Now that you have arrived may we begin?" Asked Councilor Tevos respecfully.

"Of course Councilor," the True Reclaimer's voice boomed around the room.

"So Ambassadors you stand before us, bearing the gift of peace to us," Tevos said.

"Yes we do Councilors. However peace has a cost, a cost to both create it and maintain it," The Councilor Paul began.

"Yes we have seen your requirements for peace. You gain everything and we get next to nothing," Sparatus protested.

"You get your planet back with all the life on it. You stand there and say you get nothing when you get the prize of life for your citizens. We didn't have to do that, we could have vaporized the surface of Eden Prime and left you with a barren world with nothing but glass but we did not," the True Reclaimer said.

"You killed thousands of Turians for nothing!" Sparatus hissed.

"Nothing!" Udina yelled, "Your scouts fired upon a research convoy of civilian ships and their lightly armed escorts. You killed hundreds of innocent lives without even opening a comm link first."

"Silence Udina. It's quite all right now," Councilor Paul soothed.

"You know we couldn't possible pay this all at once. It would take decades, a century even," Tevos said.

"Time is not of the essence. It is just a matter of what you want to pay," Sert said.

"I have a better proposition, one I think we could all agree on," Tevos said.

"We are listening," the Reclaimer said.

"You could cut the amount in half and . . ." Tevos started.

"No," interrupted the True Reclaimer.

"You haven't even heard all of it," Councilor Valern said.

"We don't have too," John Paul stated.

"Why?" asked Valern.

"We have taken a look through your historical track record and we're not impressed. You uplift a species only to smite them down when you learn you cannot control them. You get a subservient race that needs your help after they get forced off their homeworld and instead you ignore them and punish them further. You demand the technology of other races to be handed over for study. You deny others a seat of power to allow other voices to be heard. You put the needs of your own races before the needs of others. You allow a race to break laws, both moral and legal, by allowing them to keep slavery because it is their 'culture'. Your Council is nothing but a ploy to keep the power out of the hands of the people and a ruse to keep the galaxy eating out of the palm of your hands. You're even too scared to even extensively research the very transportation system that your entire civilization runs on," the True Reclaimer clarified.

Sato'Vadamia decided to use the half second that the Councilors had given while trying to formulate something to open his own attack. "Councilors you are weak willed and faint of heart, unwilling to make the truly hard decisions. Most of us have faced the extinction of our entire race yet we have all spat in its face. You have yet to face anything truly hard. We stand before you, having defied gods and demons, and merely ask for a meager tithe in repayment for the dishonor that you have enacted upon us."

"You stand there, trying to make yourselves look like victims when we both know that you started this war. Force is all you know how to respond to. From this we ask that you pay us this," Udina said.

"I don't see why you wont move upon the set resources," Councilor Valern said.

"The numbers we are asking you are but a fraction of what we spent in fuel and ammunition. The calculated numbers are much higher than the demands," the True Reclaimer said.

"This is still an almost unpayable amount of resources," Sparatus said, having calmed down enough to even talk.

"Most of the resources asked for are among the most common in the universe. If you can't find enough it's from the lack of trying," Emissary Sert said.

"What about trade?" Councilor Tevos asked before Sparatus could say anything.

"We will allow basic goods and food to be traded. I assume the Citadel Council will do the same," Sert said.

"I believe this is fair," Councilor Valern said.

"What about borders?" Councilor Sparatus asked.

"We will stay in ours and you will stay in yours. To circumvent this passes from either government can be made for the travel across the borders," Ambassador Udina said.

"That is reasonable, though what about our Spectres?" Sparatus asked.

"In Orion Council space your Spectres must follow our law. Breaking of it will bare to the same punishment," Flipyap said.

"You would imprison a Spectre?" Councilor Tevos asked.

"Only if they break the law," Flipyap said.

"I guess this is fair," Sparatus begrudgingly agreed.

"We accept the terms and conditions of the Treaty then," Councilor Tevos said.

"Thank you Councilors. As of 1841 hours on the 10th of May, 4625 of the Arisen Gregorian Calendar, the conflict between the Orion Council and the Turian Hierarchy is declared over," Flipyap said.

"Well, Councilors as a gift to mark this most joyous occasion I give you this," the True Reclaimer said while he drew an energy sword and ignited it before shoving it into the ground.

"Good day Councilors," Sert hissed.

* * *

><p><strong>Codex<strong>

ACW

The Asymmetric Combat Weapon is an old UNSC shotgun design made after the second Human-Forerunner War. The AWC fires 12 gauge specialized shells. The list of shells ranges from lethal to nonlethal and the shells are color coded for on the fly identification.

Pink-Needler Slugs: Needler slugs are plasma-encased shards of explosive crystalline needles.

Black-Thermite Armor Piercing: TAP rounds are heavy slugs made to engage heavily armored units and light vehicles.

White-Hellfire; Hellfire rounds are used on lightly armoured targets and burn through flesh.

Blue-Electromagnetic Pulse: Special slugs used to disrupt electronics in a localized area.

Brown-Beanbag: Less-than-Lethal rounds used to knock out or otherwise incapacitate opponents.

Hard Light Broadsword

The Hard Light Broadsword is based off the Promethean Hard Light Sword. The Hard Light Broadsword comes as a single handle that responds to mental commands. The user can think the weapon into action. The sword was seen as the first attempts into the theory of neural physics. While other Hard Light Swords exist the Broadsword variant is the most commonly produced and used.


	5. Chapter 5: Unsettling Discoveries

**A/N: Sorry this took so long. You guys got caught between finals, Dark Souls one and two, and my birthday. This was originally one chapter but was too long so I split it into two. Thanks to everyone who sent in OCs but I need more. Also there is a new poll on my profile, which story should I do next.**

**Thanks to BrokenArrow 411 for Betaing.**

**Updated.**

* * *

><p>CH. 5 Unsettling Discoveries<p>

Arisen Super Dreadnought Unyielding Death, Captain's Quarters

"This is GNN reporter Nassari T'amo, live from the Citadel Chambers. Ladies and gentlemen history was made here yesterday when a conglomerate of aliens known as the Orion Council met with the Councilors. All reports point to a rather heated debate, while meeting yielded unforeseen side effects as the Council is now attempting to crack down on the Batarians and their slaving rings. The Orion Council also, reportedly, has refused all offers to join the Citadel community. Instead the two parties have brokered a peace treaty and mutual trading agreement," said an Asari reporter.

"Thank you Nassari now back to GNN news. The Quarians have dropped off the map as the entire Migrant Fleet has disappeared from any contact…" a Turian newsanchor said.

John threw the hard light screen with the Galactic News Network into the trash were it dissipated. John scrolled through another news channel that talked only about accounts from the Battle for Eden Prime. On the screen a Quarian-Turian couple talked about their own experiences. John quickly threw that screen into the trash too.

The entire Alpha Strike Fleet and its adjacent units had retreated back into the Orion Arm as quickly as they had arrived once the conflict had concluded, much to the dismay of the citizens of Eden Prime. However something irregular had popped up in the Andromeda Galaxy that required an immediate response.

Along with that the shield world Mindoir was finally complete and ready for habitation. Already thousands of Earth-born and Terrans had flocked to the mechanical world. Over one hundred Orbital Defense Platforms helped process the incoming colonials to their new homes. When the influx was done the ODP's would return to their respective orbits and jobs of protecting the colony.

* * *

><p>Arisen Super Dreadnought Unyielding Death, Bridge<p>

John observed the almost comical ship. It looked exactly like a flying saucer that was reported during a Terran peace riot. However whatever was powering the ship was no joke, for a ship only 20 meters across it was showing disproportionate energy readings. The reactor of the ship was giving off more energy than should be capable of a vessel of its size.

"Standard First Contact package, Commander," The True Reclaimer ordered.

"Already ahead of you sir. Broadcasting on all channels in three... two... one."

Instead of the expected reaction the vessel just vanished on the screen in a display of active camouflage. The True Reclaimer looked at Sensor Officer Lieutenant Steven Legato who just shook his head.

"What happened?" Molly asked.

"No idea. One-second the ship was here the next it was gone. No slipspace portal or blue shift so no FTL travel. Whatever this thing is it can hide well," Legato said just when the ship started to shake.

"Status report?" The True Reclaimer barked.

"Hull breach, starboard side! We've lost all the alloy and compartments 1A-16 through 10A-12 are all breached!" Legato yelled as klaxons started to blare.

"That's the engine room," John said calmly.

"Got an audio transmission!" White yelled.

"Someone cut the klaxons and play that audio," John ordered, Helen complied instantly and left and eerie quite when the audio played.

"Soldier of metal and flesh we meet again this time not through the rocks of time! I shall feast upon your bones!" the message played through their minds more than heard.

"Prepare for Flood boarding action," John said while standing up.

"Where are you going sir?" Molly Wright asked.

"It's time to finish the fight," John replied while loading a coolant core into his LEAP.

* * *

><p>Moving away from Engineering, Arisen Super Dreadnought Unyielding Death<p>

Engineer Thron'Vadam ran for his life as the parasite chased after him. His boltshot hissed as it sent gold hard light lances into the putrid flesh chasing after him. He passed a downed soldier with an infection form on his face, wriggling it's disgusting tentacles into the soldiers neck. A quick curb stomp silenced the form and Thron scooped the soldiers LEAP.

He continued his running and saw the containment fields spark up. When one infection form tried to leap on to Thron the field simply disintegrated the organic matter. He sighed in relief as several more forms were ripped apart molecularly by the containment field.

Thron slumped to the ground and dropped his newly acquired LEAP. He clutched his head in sorrow as he thought back to his bondmate Nala'Vemmai. She was one of the most renowned sword masters from the colony Vemm and she had chosen him, an engineer, as a bondmate. Now she had died defending him because he was too weak.

He felt the dam inside him break as tears came to his eyes. He clutched his head and sobbed about how he would never see his Nala again. He was sure that he would have kept crying if it wasn't for the heavy, thudding footsteps from around the corner. His breathing almost stopped when he saw the True Reclaimer marching with the Honor Guard trailing behind him.

"What is your name?" The True Reclaimer asked Thron

"Th... Thron, sir."

"Well, Thron Engineering is still controlled by the Flood. Do you think you can fight?" The True Reclaimer asked.

Thron straightened up and picked up the LEAP from the ground, "I may be an engineer sir but I can shoot straight."

"Good, we might need all the help we can get," A female Honor Guard said.

* * *

><p>Approaching Engineering, Arisen Super Dreadnought Unyielding Death<p>

"Are you sure this is a good idea? He doesn't look in any condition to fight," Kelly asked John.

"When you have nothing left to fight for all there is the mission. Trust me," John said, a hint of an edge creeping into his voice.

"It's your call," Kelly said.

"We are here; I'll have to shut down this containment field to enter. Remember to be cautious, there is little cover and a misplaced shot can hit the slipspace containment shield or an exposed fusion reactor," Thron warned as he activated his Engineering module. A multitude of hard light panels activated and deactivated as Thron forced his way pass firewalls, sentient coding, and anti-cyber warfare suites without a sweat. After exactly thirteen seconds the containment field flickered and died.

John and Kelly ran side by side into gargantuan space that was Engineering. Along the sides of the room was a mess of metal catwalks that connected to monitors and reactors. Each of the reactors pulsed an electric blue as vents opened and closed. The reactors connected to the slipspace beacons that held the energy source for the ship: a black hole. The radiation produced by the black hole powered the entire ship.

Currently the room was also filled with Flood combat forms and pure forms. John and Kelly ran up the ramp of the catwalk was everyone else spilled into the area. The pair fired deadly accurate lances in to the Flood combat forms chest cavity, popping the fragile infection form. The Flood all turned to the meager group, letting out a terrifying screech. Thron countered with a battle cry of his own as he launched a nova grenade in a pack of Flood.

The grenade imploded, sucking the Flood into the newfound center of intense gravity. The result was a meat ball of infected flesh that landed with squelch. John and Kelly kept moving past the destruction their teammates were causing as they pushed farther into the Flood lines.

John and Kelly split apart at they reached the next platform. Pure forms roared as John ran at them, his LEAP firing red bolts that seared the pure forms. Heavy chitin skin protected them as the bolts boiled their natural armour. The rivulets of molten flesh flowed down the imperfections and helped to melt more of the chitin. The pure form roared in pain as John's LEAP beeped that it needed a coolant core. John discarded his LEAP while grabbing the combat knife attached to his hip.

The pure form swung a wild haymaker at John as he slid under the clawed arm and bouncing back onto his feet. The pure form roared in pain again as John stabbed into it weakened armour, each swing ripped accompanied by a spray of foul green blood and solidifying chitin. The pure form tipped over, trying to crush its attacker under shear weight. John abandoned his knife hilt deep in the Flood as it toppled. A river of green blood flowed from the form as entire knife got stuck in the form. The form shrieked as it rose to its feet before its head disappeared in an orange flash. John turned to see Thron standing there.

"In my opinion that was anticlimactic," Thron quipped.

John heard Kelly scuff over the radio as he picked up his LEAP. His Honor Guards had done terrific job of eliminating the Flood. Then again the Honor Guard was comprised of the original SPARTAN IIs, his brothers and sisters in arms.

"All contacts eliminated sir," Linda called out, her voice cold.

"I have coordinated with the other marines and AIs. The Unyielding Death has been cleansed of the Flood," Helen said.

"What of the rest of the fleet?" John asked.

"One side had been engaged by fast ships with plasma based weapons. They had no shields and didn't expect us to either. They have been crippled or eliminated," Helen updated.

"And the other side?" John asked.

"Corrupted Forerunner Keyships. No idea where they got them but that's what punched that hole in the ship," the AI stated.

"Tell the fleet to salvage what they can from the Unknowns and cleanse the Forerunner ships," John ordered.

* * *

><p>Alien Scout Ship<p>

Ranger Shralm'Wamikee checked the Sangheili's pack in front of him while the Sangheili behind him did the same to him. The pack fueled both the thrusters and Fusion Rifle clipped to his chest.

Shralm hit the Ranger's shoulder just as he felt the same. The entire shuttle shifted as the twenty member lance shifted to check their weapons. The Fusion Rifle was modeled after the Forerunner Suppresser except for the large tube from the back that connected to the pack. Shralm inserted a blocky canister into the bottom of the rifle for the normal way of gas feed. Flipping the valves to open a hissing sound was heard as the rifle pressurized itself. Crackling was heard as Energy Swords and plasma bayonets activated.

"Masks on, decompression in sixty seconds!" yelled the Ranger Marshall.

Shralm slid the metal helmet over his head. The exterior cameras activated and the view screen in front of his eyes flashed on, giving out information on everything. It was so much that each Ranger has a three week course on reading the information to pick out what was and wasn't important. Oxygen and Nitrogen flooded the helmet as the shuttle blasted its atmosphere out in the great void.

The punch end of the shuttle melted through the alien alloy and the door opened. The ten Kig-Yar were the first out as their energy gauntlets absorbed the familiar green bolts of plasma. Next the five Unggoy hopped out with Fuel Rod Cannons and bandoliers of plasma grenades. Finally the Sangheili jumped out as thrusters righted themselves.

The aliens were large beasts, about eight feet tall and four feet wide at the shoulders. They hefted large plasma rifles that they aimed down with their beady red eyes. They were sheathed in green armour and had a green respirator over half their face. Shralm aimed and fired his Fusion Rifle in one motion, sending a superheated beam of nuclear active hydrogen into the ugly beast.

He kept his finger pressed on the firing stud, keeping the stream flowing. The alien he targeted screeched into the void as the green armour welted in the heat of nuclear fire. The beam punched through and cooked its relatively fragile insides. Thin wisps of steam and heat exited the hole as the alien toppled. Shralm shifted his eyes to find a new target only to catch a glimpse of the last alien before it was engulfed in the green glow of a fuel rod explosion.

"Clear!" squeaked an Unggoy before something wrapped around his throat.

A large metallic drone materialized from the air as more tentacles wrapped around the Unggoy's neck and limbs. Shralm gave a roar as he jabbed his plasma bayonet into the drone's optics. It fell to the ground with a resounding clang before Shralm ripped his bayonet out. He turned and ripped the still contracted tentacle off of the Unggoy's neck.

"Are you good Battle Brother?" Shralm asked.

"I'm… I'm fine… give me a minute… to catch… my breath," the Unggoy wheezed out through bouts of coughing.

"Take your time," Shralm said.

"We move now, Kal and Yaprap stay with Flaprat. The rest of you come with me," the Ranger Marshall ordered.

The seventeen member group advanced cautiously through the open bulkhead that the aliens originated from. They were met with an energy barrier that blocked everything from view. The Ranger Marshall kicked the barrier and instead of the resistance that he was expecting he was met with nothing as the barrier collapsed on contact.

The Ranger Marshall activated his thrusters as he started to flip into the room. Emerald bolts seared across shimmering energy shields as the Marshall fired his Fusion Rifle. Yellow licked the enemy armour as the Marshall used his momentum to get to cover behind a jutting piece of material. By then the rest of the squad had jumped out to help.

Kig-Yar glided through the zero gravity environment with ease. They brandished crystal cutlasses and buried them deep into exposed heads and joints in the armour. The cutlasses pulsed red before detonating in large purple plums. The excess fragments helped shred nearby aliens as fuel rods rained down on them from the Unggoy Rangers.

The Ranger Marshall growled as he stood back up and the lance converged around him. His growl was cut off by the gravity coming back as well as the atmosphere. They also learned that the fighting was taking place on the ship bulkhead and not the deck as the lance tumbled down into a heap. The lance groaned as the collectively slid off one another and check to see if they were still battle ready.

"O2 sats are in the 90's sir," a Sangheili Ranger said with a groan.

"Keep sealed, never know if they feel like decompressing again," the Ranger Marshall said while limping to the side, clutching a broken leg.

Shralm walked up to the Marshall and grabbed his shin piece. "This is going to hurt," Shralm said simply before pulling the limb as hard as he could. A sickening grinding noise was heard as Shralm twisted the leg back in place over the screams of the Marshall. Soon the puncture foam took over and righted the broken appendage while the suit injected morphine into the Sangheili.

"Marshall stay here, I'll clear the rest of the ship. There shouldn't be that much left," Shralm said.

"Ggouw right a head solider. Your county is callin you," the Ranger Marshall mumbled incoherently.

"Somebody watch him," Shralm said almost exasperatedly.

"I will, take my Fuel Rod Cannon," an Unggoy said while drawing a plasma submachine gun.

Shralm snatched the Fuel Rod Cannon and check the stack count, a full clip of ten was shoved in the receiver. He took aim at an empty section of wall and pressed the firing stud. Fuel rods streaked across the room and punched through the wall. The remaining fuel rods passed into the room and detonated. Alien screams were heard as they were coated in superheated gases and intense heat.

In standard operating procedure the Kig-Yar rushed the room first, plasma submachine guns sending blue bolts of savage energy into tough armour alloy. Next the Unggoy hopped into the room as the melted edges of the new door already started to cool; they sent waves of explosive ordinance into alien hides.

The remaining aliens quickly recuperated from the flanking as they shifted around what was clearly the command center. These aliens were slightly different, they were more defined in there muscle structure and were almost completely covered in red armour. They also had larger plasma weapons than the others in green.

The other alien in the room was also different. Its face was completely obscured by a gold mask and had flowing red robes with gold trim. The robes somehow fluttered around even without wind. It also had four frail arms and floated about a foot off the deck.

"I'm going for a live capture of the alien with gold," Shralm barked into his comms while clipping his Fusion Rifle back onto his chest.

Shralm's quick, long strides carried him across the room in the time it took to blink. He threw a heavy punch right into the face of the alien only to have some unknown force shove his fist out of the way. Instead to fist impacted the aliens chest with a crunch of broken ribs. The alien flipped head over heel into the metal wall as Shralm advanced further. The alien thrust it fists forward and Shralm felt like he just got hit by a train. His duel shielding failed instantly as his armour buckled around the unseen force, pushing into his flesh. The hit was enough to stop the Sangheili's charge in it tracks. Soon Shralm felt something brushing the side of his mind, ebbing at his conscious. He pushed it away and activated his wrist mounted plasma dagger. With a roar he charged and brought the blade up, separating the aliens two arms on his left side from its body. The alien screeched as it grasped its stumps. Shralm grabbed the aliens mask, noting that the field that shoved his hand away was gone, and slammed its head into the wall with a resounding thud. The alien crumpled to the ground as Shralm backed up.

Shralm heard the familiar Sangheili war cry as the last alien fell to the ground with a thunderous crash. Shralm joined in on the cry as they celebrated their victory over the occupants of the ship despite the casualties inflicted by the underhand tactics of the enemy. Shralm raised a fist over his head and bellowed to the lance.

"We fight for the Living!"

"We fight for the Honored Dead!" roared the lance back.

"So our Sons may not fight this war!" Shralm yelled.

"So our Sons may not fight this war!" the lance echoed back.

Shralm gave a smile as he leaned up against a wall, purple blood seeping out of the abdominal plates. He lazily reached for the trauma kit on his thigh and pulled out a canister of biofoam. He sprayed the grey contents of the canister over his abdomen with a hiss. He felt the familiar stinging before sighing as the painkillers took effect. The bio-nanotechnology worked quickly to remove the armour from the open wounds and knit the flesh back together. It was a painful process but the local anesthetic proved more powerful. Shralm still watched in amazement as the flesh seemed to mend itself.

He stood and grabbed his prize, the unconscious alien, and walked back to the shuttle that had brought him there. He grudgingly had to rip the mask off the alien and put an oxygen rebreather over its face in order to pass through the depressurized zone. He was the last on the shuttle and as soon as the door closed and the shuttle departed he unlocked his helm while the shuttle pressurized. When it was done Shralm ripped off his helmet and clipped it to it spot on his shoulder. He latched onto the brackets on the bulkhead and waited for the long ride back the Unyielding Death.

* * *

><p>Laboratory 53, Arisen Super Dreadnought Unyielding Death<p>

John had just received the report that they had finally retrieved information from the alien, self-proclaimed as an Ethereal. The Ethereal had unearthly willpower and after a month of interrogation he decided to move to more unpleasant means. John eyed the scientist as she approached him.

"Halsey."

"John," Dr. Halsey said with a light smile.

"What have you learned?" John asked, eyeing the single blood stain on her lab coat.

"We've basically stumbled onto another Covenant. The Ethereals are at the top and they lead the collective. Also they are running from something," Halsey said sadly.

"The Flood?" John asked.

"It seems that way. They see the Flood as a blight as we do, only they have issues dealing with it. The Flood has also turned them into these monsters we are seeing today. Apparently we ran into a battle between them," Halsey said, getting more depressed.

"Then they will have to be eliminated. What about the forces that we've seen them use?"

"They call it psionics, the ability to warp matter and energy through the power of the mind. That's why we had to use Arisen scientist. For some reason we can't be affected by the psionics and those that are aren't for more than a few seconds," Halsey reported, "It's an odd mystery, I might be part of the Forerunner plans or in some way we act. Either way our soldiers don't need to worry about the effects of psionics. Unfortunately the alien expired before we could gather any more information."

"Thank you Doctor," John said before retreating to his cabin. After waiting for two months he was not happy about the lack of intelligence on the aliens. This was proving to be like the Covenant once again.

* * *

><p><strong>Codex<strong>

Engineering Module

The Engineering Module was created by a mix of the Earth-born RIG, the Arisen micro-manufacturing and Terran omnitools. The Engineering Module can produce small repairs and act as an arm mounted computer. Hard light projectors can be manipulated with the microforge to create anything from flash made armour to fully automatic weapons. The Engineering Module also has both a kinesis and stasis module from the Earth-born RIG.

Containment Fields

Containment Fields are high powered pulse lasers and osculating hard light shields. Upon contact the containment field rips apart the hydrogen bonds within organic compounds. This gives the illusion of disintegration upon contact.

Fusion Rifle

The newest line of Sangheili ingenuity they brought about the power of the sun. Instead of superheating surrounding gases a hydrogen gas is compressed to the point of nuclear activity. This is then guided down a scram rail that directs the hydrogen into a solid beam that diffuses over time. The Fusion Rifle has been picked up as a new favorite by the Rangers due to the high damage in close quarters and its uncanny ability to punch through shields with disturbing ease.
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><p>CH. 6 Mindoir Incident<p>

Shield World Mindoir, 9 years later

Alex Shepard threw her backpack on the ground before turning the corner and plopping herself on the couch. She could hear her brother in the kitchen chopping up a bell pepper for fajitas for dinner later that night. Alex decided to turn on the T.V. and watch some cartoons. The T.V. crackled to life on the Orion News Network that her brother always watched.

"Today's opening attack on Cipritine marks the break in tension between the Batarians and the Citadel Council. Reports indicate that the violence seems to have resulted from Batarian resentment of the Council's revocation of their embassy seat a little over three years ago. Today the Batarian Hegemony declared themselves a separate nation from both the Citadel and Orion Council," the beautiful announcer said before Alex changed the channel.

"Hey Alex how was school?" Brad called from the kitchen.

"It was good. Got a test for Mom to sign. How was your biotics class?" Alex asked.

"Went well. I can now hold a spoon in the air for three-seconds!" Brad sarcastically retorted.

Like all Terrans both Brad and Alex were biotics. In high school instructors teach basic moves and controlling techniques for biotics. Alex was a year younger than her brother and thus wasn't in high school yet. Today marked their third week in school.

"Ah don't worry Brad. You'll become better than you know it soon enough," Alex said.

"Yeah I know. I saw some more Arisen in school today," Brad said.

"They did build the planet Brad," Alex sighed.

Alex turned back to the cartoons on the TV. The show was some old Earth-born show about shape shifting robots. Alex didn't really care as the show was entertaining enough to capture her thoughts. Her mindless gaze was stopped short as static filled the screen.

"Brad did you mess up your overload again!?" Alex yelled.

"No, the stove and the lights are off. I think we had a power outage. I'm going to go outside and check the fuel cores," Brad called out.

"Be careful Professor Geek," Alex said.

Brad popped around the corner and gave Alex the one finger salute, the fluorescent orange of his toolbox peaking out the edge. Brad retreated outside while Alex sat down with a huff. She quickly got bored and stood up to look around the room. That's when the lack of light from the door caught Alex's eyes. Never, in the nine years she had lived in that house, had that light gone out. When she asked about it in school she was told all the doors had their own power supply, so that when the power went out old people could still get out without having to move the heavy door.

Alex walked up to the door, the comforting cobalt light gone from the door. Alex remembered something from the bazillion war documentaries her dad watches. Something about an EMP and how it messes up electronics. Alex ran out the back door to inform her brother of the revelation.

Just as she enters the backyard she gathers a breath to yell out his name. Just as she opened her mouth a hand clasped down over it and dragged her thrashing body into the shadows. Alex tried to hit the person that had her captured, think it was another guy from school that didn't get the hint.

"Shh," Brad hissed, "Batarians. Probably slavers."

Brad released his grip on his sister. "You scared the shit out of me Brad," she whispered.

Brad just shrugged and ripped a panel off the wall. He started to fumble with some wires while Alex peaked around the corner. There was a team of Batarians clearing the street. He watched as they kicked down the door to Mrs. Matherson's house across the street.

"Brad they're in the Matherson's house," Alex whispered.

"Good, let's move," Brad .

"Good? They are going to drag her away or rape and kill her," Alex almost yelled.

Brad and Alex hopped out from the nook they were hiding in and ran to the door. The light was green now and they both ran inside. Brad grabbed the kitchen knife as he ran by and ran up the set of stairs to the bedrooms.

Alex threw on her pair of shoes as Brad came running down with Dad's hunting rifle. Brad was expertly feeding rounds into the receiver before slamming the bolt shut. Brad looked at his sister with grim determination.

"We need to find Mom and Dad. That means we have to run through town," Brad said with a sad chuckle while looking at the rifle in his hands, "I guess it was a good thing Dad dragged me to those hunting trips of his."

"Brad, let's go," Alex said with a bit of a waiver in her voice.

Brad gave a nod and manually opened the door with a grunt. He peaked outside and didn't see anyone.

"Come on."

Brad somehow walked calmly down the sides of the streets with Alex in tow. Alex glanced around nervously, her heart in her throat. Every side street she passed she expected to see slavers, every house to have an angry mob, yet the farther they walked into town the more it looked like a ghost town. The siblings finally made it to the police station where Dad worked. Brad pushed open the glass doors.

"Dad!" Brad called out, "Dad you here!?"

The inside of the station was a wreck. The receptionist desk was littered with bullet holes and falling apart. The lobby was filled with the metallic husks of Sentinels, either blown apart with explosives or riddled with weapon's fire. Brad pushed his way farther in. He started to lose hope as he saw the police men inside. Most were wearing their black and silver liveries and were seeping blood onto the hard polished marble floor. They passed more than a couple of family friends and several well known officers.

Bard kept pushing forward though. He passed the common work areas and to the holding cells. Inside was evidence of a struggle as the low time petty criminals fought for their lives. Not even they deserved the fate the Batarians had planned for them. However the holding cells lacked the answer Brad was looking for, so he pushed on. Brad walked out and found his sister staring blankly at the floor with a soda in her hand.

"Hey sis we gotta move. Dad isn't here."

Alex just nodded and stood up. "Where are the Arisen when you need them?" she asked.

* * *

><p>Installation 00<p>

Asmodeus swerved the steering wheel of the Warthog while slamming on the brakes, tires squealing in protest as the Major forced the one ton vehicle into a drift. Asmodeus and his team were tasked with the job of hunting down an insurrectionist cell on the smaller Ark. The hard light machine gun rotated to follow the armored truck as it charged forward. Currently they were chasing a splinter group that robbed a bank. Intel also suggested the work of Thin Men, aliens disguised as humans.

"Your driving is going to kill us all!" Cronos yelled over the comm.

"Shut up and hit the tires!" Hemera yelled back.

"They took a left at the intersection of fourth and sixth," Ares called calmly from the circling Warhawk.

"Copy that," Asmodeus said.

Asmodeus slammed on the emergency brake and once again pulled the Warthog into a less than legal maneuver across two lanes, cutting off traffic, which frantically arched around the swerving vehicle. He could hear Cronos praying loudly from the gunner's position in the back while he introduced the accelerator to the floor. He looked around in vain to try and find the armoured van that they were chasing.

"I've lost visual. Raptor Two tell me you have eyes on him," Asmodeus called over the comm.

"Negative on visual Raptor Actual…the truck is on I-67 heading north," Ares said.

"Positive copy Raptor Two."

"Aw shit. More of your driving," Cronos groaned, his armour had its smooth finish scratched and dented from the close encounters of a few walls and cars.

"Suck it up Cronos," Hemera snapped.

"Hemera prepare an IR strobe. I'm not losing this bastard again," Asmodeus growled.

Hemera opened her mouth to retort but was cut off by Asmodeus stomping on the accelerator. He took a wild turn up a ramp and jumped the Warthog into traffic. The comm was accented by the colorful litany of Cronos screaming that this was never one of the ways he thought he would go and an assortment of undermining names at Asmoedus. Cars swerved around Asmodeus as he drove the Hog up the off ramp.

Hemera joined Cronos in the screaming over comms as Asmodeus played chicken with a semi before swerving out of the way at the last second, while Raptor Actual circled overhead. The highway converged at the end and Asmodeus crossed over lanes into the correct side of the road.

"Hemera you have the IR strobe ready?" Asmodeus asked.

"Yes sir."

"Good you drive," Asmodeus said while jumping over to the passenger seat. Hemera slid into the driver's seat and resumed the reign of terror while Asmodeus stood up in the passenger seat and readied his throwing arm.

"This is insane and breaks so many regulations!" Cronos yelled.

"Well now I can plead insanity at the court martial!" Asmodeus jabbed back.

"You better just hope she doesn't decide to swerve or make sudden turns," Cronos retorted.

"Amen brother," Ares butted in.

"Everyone shut up. I was never a good pitcher," Asmodeus said.

"Oh you've got to be kidding me," Cronos groaned.

Asmodeus drowned out the droning of Cronos' voice and focused on the hazardous truck. With a heave he sent the fist sized sticky strobe flying into the rear of the truck. He slumped back into the seat with a sigh and looked over at Hemera.

"Mission complete. Call it in, it's ONI's job now."

* * *

><p>Mindoir, Agricultural Center<p>

Brad looked at the giant greenhouse that his mom worked in. The greenhouse was massive. It was just like a regular warehouse except the roof was arched and made entirely of glass. A fight was still happening inside. The gold beams of the Sentinels and the chaotic blue tinted fire of mass effect weapons pronounced such. Brad peered through the high powered scope to try and find his parents.

"I don't see them," Brad said.

"We're going to have to go in there," Alex said with a quaver in her voice.

"No I'm going in there. You will stay here," Brad said firmly while handing her the kitchen knife.

"Don't worry, I'll be right back," Brad said with a reassuring smile.

Brad grabbed the hunting rifle and stood up. He saw his sister curl up into the fetal position in the corner as he took the steps down the apartment building. The purely mechanical clocks on the wall showed it had only been about twenty minutes since the power went out, though it felt like hours to Brad. As he crept along the streets in broad daylight he struggled to calm his shaking hands. Truth is if it wasn't for his determination to find his parents he would have collapsed with his sister or back at the house. However he had to keep calm and put on a brave face for both of them.

Brad entered through a melted hole in the wall that appeared to be the entrance point for the numerous slavers. Not feeling heroic or suicidal he sneaked around the large plants to try and find his parents. The glass of the building reflected the cacophony of the gunfire and amplified it to almost unbearable levels. The stress was getting to Brad and his paranoia picked up seven fold. All around him Batarians and the people of Mindoir fought a battle of attrition. Thankfully the large rows of plants and metal girders blocked Brad from view of anyone below or to the side.

Brad's hyperactive mind was juiced up even more by the constant feed of adrenaline, causing calculations and observations to whirr by as he crept up on the bundle of survivors in the middle of the greenhouse; by this point the seemingly endless supply of Batarians have ground the Sentinels to scrap metal and the remaining police force to almost nothing. Brad moved from the ground to the overhead watering system as he readied the hunting rifle.

Aiming down the high powered scope Brad knew he knew next to nothing on shooting besides what his father showed him hunting but he had to try, his family might be on the line. He lined up the fine crosshairs over an alien head and pulled the trigger. The Batarian stumbled as the force and size of the round punched through his shields and bounced off his chest armour. With a curse Brad racked the bolt unsteadily and aimed again, correcting his shot from his last. Foreign brains soon splattered over the ground, top soil and wheat.

The Batarians stopped their assault on the group of survivors for a moment as they searched for the mysterious sniper. The remaining police force took advantage of the slavers' confusion and cut down several of the Batarians with hypervelocity slugs and superheated plasma. Brad smiled as he saw his dad stand up with an old Type-25 Directed Energy Rifle. He dropped down from the watering system and walked up to his dad.

"Hey Pa," Brad said with a lopsided grin.

"Hey boy. I guess we have you to thank for the sniper fire," Brad's dad said while pointing to the hunting rifle.

"Yeah, good thing you dragged me on those hunting trips."

"Yeah. Where is your sister?" Dad asked

"I left her across the street. Thought it would be better if she didn't come in here. What about Mom?"

"I think…" Dad tried to say before his head disappeared in a red mist that coated Brad's face.

A cop pulled Brad to the ground at gunfire lanced overhead. The powerful Sangheili roared in anger and laid down an inferno of plasma. However no matter how strong the race, concentrated fire always wins. Brad watched numbly as the remaining police were shot down like dogs. He watched numbly as the slavers ripped the rifle from his hands and dragged him to a five foot by five foot cage inside a ship, his dad's blood sticky as it dried on his face.

* * *

><p>Sur'Kesh STG base<p>

"Have you made progress yet?" The Councilors asked.

"Of course Councilors. It has taken us a while to just get the case open but we have been able to examine the interior parts. The alloy itself is a complex mixture of elements to make a nickel based superior alloy. Most of the parts and their functions go far above our understanding even after nine years of research. However we do have something to show of it," the STG doctor Xerxes Kerahen said before picking up a regular looking omnitool.

"It looks just like an omnitool," Tevos said.

"Yes it does but the internal workings are completely different. With the use of the Alloy X from the plasma sword we have been able to create a lighter stronger omnitool with more computing power. Observe," Xerxes said.

Kerahen slapped the omnitool around his wrist and turned towards the dummies. Raising the omnitool he activated a program. The microforge in the omnitool created and ignited a gel. The gel stuck to the target as it burned. Switching dummies the second program ran, flash freezing the target. Finally the doctor activated the third runtime and a silicon carbide blade formed, glowing orange from the flaming gel around it. The blade sliced through the hard suit with ease and left a burning trail of gel behind.

Xerxes turned back to the Councilors with a smile. "As you can see the usefulness of the omnitool has been greatly improved. Unfortunately we cannot recreate Alloy X because of the complexity of it. However we have enough Alloy X to make about a hundred more omnitool upgrades. I suggest you give them to Spectres as well as upgrade all military hardsuits and ships with new silicon carbide material based on Alloy X."

"We will consider that Kerahen. Your contribution to galactic peace is greatly appreciated," Valern said before leaving.

As soon as the Council left Kerahen went back to his calculations. His calculations weren't good, it would take at least a century before the society could work itself out of the technological rut that they found themselves in. Kerahen sighed and ran the calculations once more.

* * *

><p>Arisen Super Dreadnought Unyielding Death, Captain's Chambers<p>

John looked through the reports of the attack on Mindoir. He barely shook his head and crushed the hard light panel. He looked up at Black team and the Terran. John quickly set up a new screen, this one with Major Baker of the 666th infantry.

"I assume you have heard the news," John said.

"No sir, do you mind filling me in?"

"The Batarians have separated from the Citadel Council and launched a full blown slaver operation against Shield World Mindoir about 13 hours ago. Somehow they bypassed the orbital defense grid, the lack of a relay, and the fleet and landed on the planet. While I'm directing the Metarchy and ONI to find clues and gearing up the 9th cruiser group I need an operational plan to ensure something like this never reoccurs," John said.

"What kind of operation," Black-One asked.

"Unconventional deniable operations against terrorist and military groups," the Terran said.

"That would be correct, this Mr. Harper, who be going by the moniker 'The Illusive Man' for this operation, which will be known as Cerberus.", John said.

"Where do we fit in?" Asmodeus asked.

"Team Black is already their own group but I have some more operatives that need a CO. That's where you come in Asmodeus, you'll lead team Oxide. Their callsigns are Pyre, Nightfall, and Cobalt. Oxide two through four respectively," John said.

"Send me the dossiers," Asmodeus said.

"Report to these coordinates in three days in unmarked ships. I assume you all know how to get one," John said.

"Reason we can't use ONI?" Black-One asked.

"Deniability," John said simply, "I trust you all understand?"

Everyone confirmed and left, either by disconnecting the call or leaving the room, leaving John alone. John picked up the latest ONI report and scanned through it. The contents were relatively tame in comparison to the current crisis however something caught his eye.

The Citadel Council reportedly recently conducted a secret meeting on the Salarian homeworld Sur'Kesh. The events in the meeting are unknown though the meeting apparently took around three hours to complete. Officially it was a campaign rally to help moral however when the agents when looking deeper nothing was scheduled with press or hotels that day and three hours was a long time to go off surveillance when you're the busiest people on that side of the galaxy.

Fleet records show a gradual increase of Dreadnought construction throughout Citadel Space in violation of their Treaty of Farixen. The newer Dreadnoughts are far more efficient then the old versions leading ONI to believe that they have successfully incorporated parts of more advanced technology, whether from an old Prothean cache or a crash R&D program they didn't know.

The new ships showed an increase barrier strength and armor resilience. ONI reported that they had managed to steal or buy several pieces of the new technology, which they returned to Arisen space for testing. The new shields and alloy armor show minor diffusion of plasma and laser fire; however, they show no appreciable effectiveness against hard light projectiles, energy/sound beams, or electromagnetic pulse weaponry.

"Helen get me the reports of one Jonathan Charlie, Earth-born," John ordered.

* * *

><p>Mindoir<p>

Alex waited for the medic to finish checking on her, while around her the handful of Mindoir survivors were being checked out. Alex had seen that her dad was dead and that both her mom and Brad were taken. The Earth-born tried to sooth her but during her time crying while he worked something snapped. A rage that burned hotter than plasma and its target…the Batarians.

The helmet of the Earth-born merged around his face as he received an audio transmission. Alex waited for his face to reappear. When it did he had a smile on his face.

"We know where your Mum and Brother are," he said.

"Good, show me where they hide," Alex hissed.

"Whoa you're not going anywhere little lady. You've got a few more years to grow yet."

"You try and stop me," Alex growled while flashing azure. She quickly stalked off before the medic could catch up to her. She had left Brad once and she wasn't going to do it again just because of some age regulation.

* * *

><p>Unknown Station, Unmarked ship<p>

Asmodeus looked out at the space station orbiting VY Canis Majoris. The red M type supergiant illuminated the near black 900-meter in diameter station. That station itself looked like a ring. It was a thick hoop around a small open space that was a microforge, allowing for the production of anything necessary for Cerberus' operations while the Stratosentinels mined the area for resources.

The vessel pulled into a docking arm as the airlock sealed over the entrance. Asmodeus, dressed in a formal business suit with a boltshot in the thigh holster and a carbon nanotube ballistic vest, waited as the airlock cycled open to reveal The Illusive Man.

"Oxide-One, welcome to Orion Station and the Cerberus initiative."

"Happy to be here Illusive Man," Asmodeus said.

"Our station AI, EDI, is on call at all times so if you need anything just ask. The war room is in section Z-35 and the barracks are in F-17," The Illusive Man said.

"Copy that," Oxide Actual replied.

Oxide-One walked down the hallways towards F-17. Along the way he passed several research laboratories and the medical bay. The wide hallways allowed for the passing of raw materials and large groups of people. Along the way the subtle indentations in the wall signified data storage projectors with readymade turrets in the rare case of a boarding action or sabotage.

Asmodeus finally got to the barracks labeled Oxide with four combined amorphous circles at the bottom. Each of them had a Roman numeral and a callsign attached to them. The door read his biometrics and slid open to reveal the rest of the team. Each member was dressed in white, gold livery with a different number and color of circles on the breast.

Oxide-Two, Pyre, was a massive black man with plasma burns on the right side of his face. A red implant replaced his burnt-out eye, which provided the man with a demonic look. He had two red connected circles along with the word Pyre written in flames.

Oxide-Three, Nightfall, was an impossibly skinny pale woman that looked as if she never left the GEN 10 PAA. She had close cropped curly red hair and a soft face with vibrant green eyes. On her left arm were the long green lines and swirls of a Celtic knot tattoo. She was twirling a combat knife with one hand while staring into the distance. She had three gray overlaping circles and Nightfall written in smoking bullet holes.

Oxide-Four, Cobalt, was what most people saw as a generic man. He was lightly tanned with raven black hair and smoky grey eyes, a rarity after SPARTAN augmentations. He had a strong jaw and thin pursed lips with a god awful soul patch. He had four cobalt circles and Cobalt written in white wisps.

"First order is for Cobalt to shave that shit off his face," Asmodeus ordered while gleaning a chuckle from Pyre and a grumble from Cobalt as he walked to the bathroom.

"Now does anyone know where our armory is?" Asmodeus asked.

"Straight back, sir. Our individual armories are keyed to our biometrics," Nightfall whispered, her voice barely heard.

Asmodeus nodded and walked past the four cots welded to the deck. To the right Four walked out with a clean shaven face. A single palm pad stuck out of the wall. Asmodeus palmed the pad and a hard light screen of his stuff appeared. He stripped out of his business attire and watch as it atomized and the battle dress uniform of Cerberus appeared. It was white and gold ultralight plates with one red orange circle and Asmodeus engraved on a black sword with barbs on the blade stuck in burnt earth. He quickly donned the BDU and holstered a boltshot.

The intercom blared to life as Asmodeus turned around. "Teams Black, Oxide, Lithium, and Razor report to stealth corvette Winter Solstice for combat deployment."

"You heard the man, ain't no rest for the wicked let's go," Asmodeus yelled.

* * *

><p>Stealth Corvette Winter Solstice, Drop Bay<p>

Oxide-One eyed his armour with a cautious glance. It was the newest GEN 11 Powered Assault Armour. The plates of the GEN 11 looked too small to prevent any damage but he trusted the nerds at R&D. Apparently the new alloy is better in every way when compared to Forerunner alloy. It's lighter, tougher, and stronger while easily conducting heat down prefabricated fault lines. The new visor was made of reinforced palladium glass that could polarize to hide to face of the user. The armour itself was bone white plates with gold trim with the jet black SMF. On the breast were the familiar circles to signify position in the squad.

One thing Asmodeus didn't like was the weapons of Cerberus; it was like they reversed in technology. In his hand was the Cerberus Harrier. The Harrier fired carved shards from a Covenant alloy block in the back of the bullpup designed weapon. The shards where then coated in thermite that was ignited as it left the barrel at hypervelocity speeds. The result was a weapon that could chew through shields, burn through armour, and shred flesh with ease. When tested on the new stolen cyclonic barriers of the Citadel Council militaries the Harrier's impressive rate of fire depleted them in three seconds flat as well as the thermite burned through the relatively thin ablative armour with malicious intent.

That still didn't mean Asmodeus liked it. It was more of a change in what he always used rather the weapon. Current day hard light munitions systems were just as reliable as mechanical guns of the old and packed way more of a punch. That and the reflective white finish glinted unnecessarily and in a stealth operation he would have to order different weapons or at least a paint job. At least Nightfall was able to keep her sniper rifle.

The Corvette was small by Arisen standards, sitting at 300 meters and clad in the latest armor alloys and active camouflage. It ran off the new powerful zero point energy reactors and gravity manipulation system. This allowed the Corvette to glide through space on a bubble of affected space. All the weapons on the Corvette are contained in the massive data storage banks that took up the most space on the ship.

Asmodeus stepped into his Human Entry Vehicle and clipped the Harrier into its respective holster and crossed his arms over his chest. The door sealed shut over the front and the ground kicked out as the HEV was launched towards an unknown planet. The palladium glass tinted at the pod entered the atmosphere and the comm kicked in showing an Australian woman holding a data pad while brushing a brunette lock out of her eyes.

"The aliens your about to engage have been off the radar for nine years and were first discovered in a hostile raid. They appear to worship the Flood so be cautious. Your mission is to acquire additional intelligence about the Ethereals and assist the native forces. We are in unknown space so be prepared for anything and don't expect too much support from the fleet," The aussie accented voice said like she was reading the weather.

The pod impacted concrete and the door hinges detonated, blowing the door clear. Asmodeus ripped the Harrier out of its slot and charged out of the entry vehicle. To his left Pyre and Cobalt ran into the thick of emerald green plasma fire while to his right Nightfall charged up the side of a building using her jump jets and laid down fire using her XMS-34. The contrails of the rounds burned as the XMS shot its rods fast enough to cause oxygen to ignite around the rounds for a fraction of a second.

Asmodeus ran up and crouched behind the concrete base of a potted plant. He heard the concrete sizzle and pop as it melted under the intense heat of the plasma. He popped around the corner and spotted an enemy. A cool blue circle popped around the selected alien as information scrolled along the side giving every know fact about that race, which wasn't much. The xeno was identified as a Muton as Asmodeus sent a stream of shards through its head. Gore sprayed everywhere as the Muton's uncovered head exploded.

Red beams scythed across the group of Mutons, Sectoids, and Cyberdisks as the natives took advantage of the pause in the firing. Pyre opened a Rift using his psionics, engulfing the rest of the invaders in the slipspace rupture. The last Cyberdisk fell as Nighfall drilled a neat hole in its exoskeleton.

Oxide reloaded as a unit. The Harrier's impressive rate of fire depleted the alloy block quickly and the XMS only carried ten shots. Asmodeus walked up to the natives as he slung his Harrier. The first thing he recognized was the faces, more specifically human faces. He walked up to what he assumed to be the leader of the five person group. The leader was a stoic male with a beam weapon, same as the three others, in the back stood a 3 meter tall suit of bastardized Powered Assault Armour.

Being 2 and a half meters tall Asmodeus towered over the vanilla humans. His helmet expanded before dissolving to reveal his face. The others eyes widened at the discovery that the giants with massive weapons were in fact human in the most advanced armor ever seen.

"Squad leader?" Asmodeus asked and got a nod from the male in response, "I'm Oxide-Actual, leader of team Oxide. We are here to help you repel the invaders."

The leader nodded and cycled the clip in the rifle. "If that's true we got six more blocks to clear. You want to help then be my guest."

Asmodeus' helmet reappeared in thin air before clamping back down on his head. "In that case we're right behind you sir."

* * *

><p>Joannasburg, Earth<p>

Sergeant Clair "Top Shot" Redson eyed the four lumbering giants. They walked with a steady fluid grace that belayed their size. If one was to not know that there was a person in the suit of armor she would have assumed it was a SHIV from Shen's factory. The only reason they didn't fire upon them was because of their destructive capabilities and the fact they helped take down a pesky group of aliens.

She clutched her laser sniper a little harder when they stopped suddenly and crouched with a raised fist. The Colonel motioned for everyone to spread out as the giants crossed the street in full view. Emerald blots of plasma shot across and impacted the white, gold, and black suits. Clair thought they were dead; no one could survive a volley of concentrated plasma fire.

Shockingly, Clair and the rest of the squad were proved wrong. In full view the giants stood defiantly with red hexagonal shields floating in mid air, protecting them from the onslaught of torrential heat. As soon as the plasma fire ended the giants moved in at a supernatural speed that even those with ocular gene mods found it hard to track their movement.

One rolled out of the bubbling asphalt while pulling a cylinder out of nowhere. At the end of the roll the cylinder went flying as the enemy forces recovered from the fact someone survived that barrage. The cylinder detonated on impact, drenching the Floaters in corrosive flames.

Another lifted straight into the air in casual defiance of all known physics with its long rifle roaring as trails of fire left its barrel and smashed into the enemy with deadly precision. Heads exploded into mist and tank shell sized holes appeared in Mutons.

The next one laid down an accurate stream of metal flechettes that burned through anything it touched. The coin sized holes quickly built up as the giant ripped off limbs and pulverized cover with its accurate fire.

The last one hefted a massive box and swept it from one side of the building to the other, utterly removing a floor from the layout. Within twenty seconds the four man team had turned a deadly ambush into a slaughtering ground for the aliens. The giants nonchalantly ejected their clips before ramming new ones home.

"What are you guys?" Clair asked.

"We're SPARTANs," the leader said.

* * *

><p><strong>Codex<strong>

Rapid Light Infantry Vehicle "Warthog"

The Warthog is a long lived and versatile vehicle. The RLIV is the newest edition to the series. The RLIV is the largest Warthog of the series with a powerful antimatter engine and three passenger seats and a gunner position. The RLIV gun can be switched with many other types such as a hard light machine gun, energy/sound cannon, hard light cannon, and a missile rack via the data storage system.

Warhawk

The current VTOL ships are based on the Falcon and Hornet. The Warhawk is described as a tank on wings. The Warhawk as duel synced hard light machine guns, eight racks of plasma missiles, a crew bay with three hard light cannons, a data storage armory, and a rappel rope for rapid exit. This design allows multiple exits from the gunship, in the back and both sides. New gravity manipulation systems on the tips of the wings allows for near silent flight.

Office of Naval Intelligence: Special Operation Group

ONISOG is ONI's personal black ops group. The group is composed of only the most hardened veterans in the Orion Military. ONISOG has the best and latest equipment from Arisen RnD. The training that every operative has to go through is known as the rise from hell. Every agent is systematically pushed beyond the point of breaking in every way possible. Only after this training is the agent considered ready for deployment. ONISOG agents usually work in pairs or small groups of four. Although the group is known to exist there is no hard evidence to prove this fact.

GEN 11 Powered Assault Armour

GEN 11 is the new evolution of Powered Assault Armour. The GEN 11 is a multi layered system of components each with a specific function. The GEN 11 is EMP hardened to prevent system failures.

Ballistics Gel/Neural Physics Network – The first layer of the GEN 11 weave. The ballistics gel is a non-Newtonian fluid that hardens upon contact. This allows for the absorption of force from falls and ballistic weaponry. The gel also heats and cools two separate layers, one inside to keep the user comfortable and one outside that changes to adapt to the environment. This reduces the user's thermal footprint on the battlefield. The Neural Physics Network is meshed between the two ballistic gel layers. The NPN works on the newfound research from Doctor Halsey that allows for the molecular bonding to neurons in the human brain with the help of the Neural Physics Implant. This caused unforeseen side effects inside the mind. The NPN reordered the thoughts of implanted people causing complete control over ones emotions as well as activation perfect memory. Along with this previously hidden mind powers, dubbed psionics because of our encounter with the hostile alien race Ethereals, was discovered along with varying levels of power. See addendum for more information on psionics. The NPN can store the mental activity of a contender class SI with ease.

Synthetic Muscle Fiber/Antimatter Fusion Reactor – The Synthetic Muscle Fiber layer is the work layer of the suit. The SMF reacts to electrical impulses sent by the NPN and muscular movements. Because of the new research from Doctor Halsey's team the new version of SMF is improved. Synthetic Muscle Fibers new boost the wearer's strength and agility by a factor of ten as well as filtering out biological toxins and dispersing heat. Upon impact the muscle fibers constrict to absorb the kinetic damage and the fiber's structure allows for the travel of heat along it with ease but makes penetrating deeper extremely hard. SMF also has the benefit of absorbing almost all forms of radiation, making detection The Antimatter Fusion Reactor sits on the back of the user about two layers deep in the SMF and protrudes out to the Reclamation alloy layer. The AFR smashed hydrogen and antihydrogen to produce energy. The energy is then dispersed along silver conduits to power the suit's shielding system, heads up display, synthetic muscle fiber, neural physics network, motion sensor, enhanced virtual reality visor, and other nondescript systems.

Reclaimer Alloy – The Reclaimer alloy is the strength and durability of the armor. The Reclaimer alloy is stronger, lighter, and tougher than Forerunner alloy. Ten centimeters of the alloy can survive four swings from an energy sword before failing and up to ten direct shots from a HEAP machine gun module with a concentrated hard light catalyst. This durability makes the GEN 11 able to survive almost anything short of tank fire, heavy weapons, and orbital bombardment for an impressive amount of time. The Reclaimer alloy covers all the body with the joints shrouded in articulated joints of thin alloy and the chest and back covered in thirty centimeters of alloy. The alloy also has the same tendency of synthetic muscle fibers and absorbs most radiation and makes detection nigh impossible.

Tri-Shield Protection System – The Tri-Shield Protection System is the latest in personal protection. The shield is composed of an outer hard light shell and two energy barriers. The outer hard light shell flairs upon detection of a projectile and forms a hexagonal shield of red hard light. When that fails or an objects moves too slow to be registered it hits the always activated energy barrier. When one energy barrier fails or is shorted out the other one kick in and allows the other one to recharge; this allows for near constant coverage of the user.

Psionics

Psionics are the newfound property of the human mind that is activated by the Neural Physics Network and the Neural Physics Implant. Their classes are set by the power of the person's psionics.

Psionic Operative – The weaker class of psionic users. This class of psionics can cast a crippling power that causes crippling hallucinations and pain. They can also inspire troops to fight and make enemies panic. They can also make a wall of deflecting energy that reflects all forms of attack. This makes these troopers excellent support soldiers with the ability to rally the men and devastate enemy moral.

Psionic Specialist – The stronger class of psionic users. This class has all the aforementioned abilities as well at the ability to control another being's mind. Along with this they can throw pure bolts of psychic energy and even cause a slipspace rip in a limited area. These troopers are immensely powerful and can easily destroy an entire armored column with only the power of their mind.


	7. Sorry Readers

I know this isn't the update you were looking forwards to. I've decided to stop this story while I'm ahead. Simply looking back I see the many plot holes that I left. The story isn't coming together the way I want it to. Reading the chapters over again I do not feel accomplished, but rather like I've wasted both of our times.

Someday I will rewrite this, for the better. For now I will practice writing more in other stories that I have thought up. If you wish to read it then you can. If you decide not to I would understand.

zekebomb, out.


End file.
